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Summary: When Hiccup finds he has shot down a Night Fury in the 
woods, he is cursed to live the life the Night Fury has. By day a 
man, by night a beast. In fear of what would happen should he return 
to Berk, he hides away for five years until he is discovered by a 
certain blonde Viking of his past. Loosely based on Beauty and the 
Beast. Hiccstrid. 


1 . Prologue 

**Hello there, my name is waveringshadow. Welcome to The Night's 
Fury. To those who read Fiery Mane and Shadowy Scales, hello again, I 
hope you enjoy. To those who haven't, I hope you find my writing 
satisfactory. If not, constructive criticism is welcome. ** 

** I am a great lover of fairy tales and am basically a HTTYD 
fangirl. Beauty and the Beast is one of my favourites so, in the way 
these things do, they blended in my head to form this. You'll find 
lots of references to my other favourite books/movies too. I found 
after I started writing this there are some other stories that are 
least similar, but I wouldn't know exactly how similar because I made 
sure I didn't read them. Wouldn't want to accidentally steal someone 
else's idea. ** 

** I hope to update this roughly every week, but I doubt that will 
always happen. So if it has been a while, don't worry, its on its 
way, I'm just drowning in homework or something like that. Also, the 
first two instalments will be a bit on the short side, but after that 

they get longer. I usually average about 3000 words a chapter. 

* * 


**Btw, the cover image is my own drawing. :)** 
** Have fun, I hope you like!** 


Prologue. 



The dragon's nest was a place of anger and fear. The anger was 
sourced mainly from the Queen, a great hulk of a dragon, with grey 
scales that had begun to decay after so much time spent in the 
absence of sunlight. She rested in the pit below the rest of the 
dragons, where her venomous exclamations could constantly be heard by 
all. Some anger came from the prouder dragons, who knew of the 
freedom and joys that did not exist in the bleak oppression that was 
their current life. The rest of the nest emitted fear. Fear for what 
was to happen to them and their loved ones, for the Queen showed no 
mercy for no dragon. 

The fear was extra potent that night. You could have sliced the air 
with one hot claw, for the atmosphere was so tense. The Queen was in 
the height of her rage, for a Seer Dragon had stepped forth. These 
were mysterious dragons that only appeared for a short amount time 
every few years, then left, with no acknowledgment of the Queen or 
her tyranny. The humans called these dragons Flightmares, for their 
ability to paralyse with one icy breath. They were one of the most 
powerful and respected dragons in dragon society. What the humans did 
not know of these dragons was their power of scrying, to receive 
visions and create prophecies that all dragons respected, for a Seer 
was never wrong. 

This particular Seer Dragon had a vision of the Queen's downfall, 
which was news that was not received well by the Queen. 

"Who? Who is the bringer of my downfall?" the Queen growled 
icily . 

"The Shadow Stalker. He shall come forth and challenge your rule, 
mounted by a Viking boy." 

The Queen raised to her full height. "Who is this boy?" 

"He comes from the isle that the humans call Berk. He is the heir to 
the chieftainship there. The boy with green eyes shall join with the 
Shadow Stalker, and bring the destruction of your empire." 

"No! It shall not be! I am Queen, and I shall always be Queen." 

"The spirits have spoken, I am but a messenger." 

"Bring me the Shadow Stalker!" the Queen cried, as the Seer quickly 
made its escape. 

There was a murmuring amongst the dragons, before a sleek black 
dragon stepped forward. He had a proud air about him, like that of a 
cat, and possessed piercing green eyes with vertically slitted 
pupils . 

"I am Shadow Stalker!" he spoke proudly, no hint of fear in his 
voice . 

"Come forth Shadow Stalker, so I may appraise you." 

The dragon leapt down from the ledge on which he was perched, and 
came to rest in front of the Queen's looming silhouette, gazing 
proudly into the ruler's piercing gaze. 


"Do you wish my demise?" 



"I would never think of such a monstrosity." 


"As I thought, as I thought. Shadow Stalker, you are a valued member 
of my empire, and you would be sorely missed shall I have to kill 
you. No, will give you one night. One night to prove your loyalty. 
You must go forth and kill this green-eyed boy. That way, the 
prophecy cannot be fulfilled. If you fail, you will be dead before 
next sun down. Do you understand?" 

"Fully, my lady." 

"Very well. Go! I expect you back in time for breakfast. My 
breakfast. I hope Shadow Stalker will not be the first course. Go my 
legions ! " 

Much chaos ensued, as the dragons hastily left the nest, some with 
longing to escape, others just with fear of what would happen should 
they stay behind. 

"And watch my Shadow Stalker! If he makes any wrong moves, kill 
him! " 

The cavern was filled with echoes of, "Yes your grace, of course my 
majesty," as the last of the masses left. 


The proceedings followed as any raid did. The Nightmares stirred 
trouble at the watch towers, while the Nadders made for the sheep. 

The Zipplebacks distracted the remaining angry villagers as Gronckles 
stole the fish and cured meats. Shadow Stalker was a special 
operative. His job was to remain in the sky, shooting down important 
weaponry and enemy constructions, as well as coming in whenever 
someone needed a back-up. Shadow Stalker never missed, and to date, 
no human had ever seen him. To them, he was a creature of myth, a 
reputation he was proud of. 

He kept an eye out for the boy, the boy he had to kill before 
sunrise. Morning was coming, you could almost see first rays of light 
on the eastern horizon. Shadow Stalker was beginning to become 
anxious. He had just struck down a nearby tower, when he caught sight 
of a skinny lad, holding a strange manoeuvrable contraption. And a 
flash of green, green eyes. The boy of prophecy! 

However, Shadow Stalker had little time to process this before he saw 
something fly towards him, and he was shot down. He fell at high 
velocities, letting out a screech of shock and pain. His wing were 
bound, and he felt a searing pain in his tail. He crashed to the 
ground far from the village, breaking many trees and ploughing into 
the ground as his trajectory was drawn to a painful halt. He let out 
a groan of agony, and struggled against his bindings, to no 
avail . 

Shadow Stalker let his head fall to the ground, and he let out a 
mournful sigh as he watched the sun's rays meet the inky blue sky. He 
had failed, and he was to die before he saw the next nightfall. How 
it pained him. He had yet to live his life to the fullest. Since he 
was a hatchling, he had been in service to the Queen, with no one to 
call mother, nowhere else to call home. He had hoped to one day 



escape the Queen's clutches, and live a free life without hatred and 
terror. Instead, he waited in pain for the other dragons to find him, 
and take him to meet his death at the Queen's hand. Shadow Stalker 
had been told that he had been stolen from his nest when he was just 
an egg, brought as a gift of peace to the Queen before his nest was 
destroyed. For all he knew, he was the last of his kind. What a sad 
day this was. The end of Shadow Stalker, and possibly the end of his 
kind . 


As the sun rose higher into the sky. Shadow Stalker was so welled up 
in his self-pity that he failed to notice the approach of a human 
boy. The dragon's eyes flashed to that of the boy's as he clambered 
over the small hill between them. The boy, it was the boy of 
prophecy. Oh how he wished he could just turn his head and shoot the 
Viking down, his life would be saved but, alas, his binding prevented 
even the slightest of movement. The boy had a small dagger in hand, 
and he held it high, murmuring the last words Shadow Stalker would 
ever hear, the words of his death. He lolled his head back, preparing 
himself for the forthcoming pain, but none came. His eyes shot open 
as he felt a vibration from the ropes around his torso. He flashed a 
glance at the boy to see he was loosening his bindings. As the final 
rope snapped free. Shadow Stalker leapt up and pounced on the poor 
boy. Fear shot through his distinctive green eyes, as he stared into 
the furious slitted orbs upon him. The eyes of the Night's 
Fury . 

Thoughts raced through Shadow Stalker's head like lightening. He must 
die, if Shadow Stalker was to live. But the boy freed him. Shadow 
Stalker would be dead if it were not for him, now he had a fighting 
chance . Shadow Stalker's mind snapped to a decision, and he let out 
an almighty roar in the child's face. 

"You dare challenge me! I shall curse you, with the power invested in 
me. I draw upon the power of my kind. You shall be doomed to live the 
life that I have endured. By night you shall be dragon, by day, a 
man. You shall belong to neither faction. An outcast you shall be 
forevermore. So I say it, so mote it be!" 

The child stared at Shadow Stalker's face with bewilderment, his 
chest heaving heavily. Shadow Stalker turned, and left the boy to his 
doom. The boy picked up his dagger, and went into the motions of 
walking back to his village before he fainted, the curse taking 
hold . 

Shadow Stalker had to leave, as quickly as possible, before the other 
dragons found him. He found a clearing in the tree canopy, and leapt 
up, spreading his wings to take flight. As his wings caught the air. 
Shadow Stalker was tilted into a cartwheel, his balance escaping him. 
The dragon cried out in surprise and confusion. He jumped up once 
more, only to come crashing down once again. Shadow Stalker turned 
around to his failing tail, and let out a cry of horror to find his 
left tailfin had been completely ripped off. The dragon let out a 
woeful keen as, everybody knew, a downed dragon was a dead dragon. He 
should have killed the boy while he still had the chance . 

His cries of shock and horror had caught the attention of the 
searching dragons nearby, and soon a Monstrous Nightmare and a 
Rumblehorn landed in front of the keening dragon. 



"My tail! That horrible, retched boy has broken my tail! I shall 
never fly again." 

"Shadow Stalker, has the task been done, have you killed the 
boy ? " 

"Did you see what he did to my tail?" Shadow Stalker moaned. "Of 
course I killed him." 

"Then the deed is done, we shall bring you back to the Queen. You no 
longer have anything to fear." 

The black dragon continued to cry over his new found disability, as 
the dragons took him at each wing, and flew him back to the Queen's 
nest . 

Shadow Stalker stayed there for five years, with no hope of escape. 
He learnt to work the best he could with what he had, but he was 
never to fly again. He hid in the shadows of the Queen's lair, and 
bore witness to five years of pain, anger and fear. This does not 
bare well on a sane mind. The Queen let him live, for he had always 
been one of her favourites, but his new life was a fate worse than 
death. Shadow Stalker knew this, and every new day he swore to end 
the Queen and her reign of tyranny, no matter what the cost. He had 
nothing left to lose. 

**Ta da! Pretty please review. We all love reviews. :) Feel free to 
ask any questions. I'll answer them, either through PM or in the AN. 
Until next week (hopefully) !** 


2. The Fall 

**Hey, I posted this on time! Yay! Qkay, so this chapter is super 
duper short, and kind of boring, but bear with me. It gets better 
after this, and I will go up to my usual 3000 word chapters. This is 
not my best work, but it does set everything up for later. Hope you 
enjoy ! * * 

_Chapter 1 -The Fall_ 

This is Berk. It is a place of larger than life, kill or be killed, 
and fire. The village has been here for seven generations, yet nearly 
every building is new. Why? Because of the dragons. Life on Berk is a 
hard one. Most people would leave, not Vikings. They settled here, 
and they have every intention of staying. Except maybe for one. 

The chief's son has been missing for five years. He was taken to his 
house one morning, after making some ridiculed claims of hitting a 
Night Fury in a raid. The only thing left when Stoick came back from 
cleaning up the raid was an open back door. Though, as ridiculed as 
his claims were, no one had seen a trace of the Night Fury since. 

Both disappeared on the same night. Most people refused to admit that 
there may be a link, but some were left wonderinga€ 1 

It was a clear morning, the sun twinkling of the dewy leaves, and the 
air was crisp and cool. The waking birds were twittering, and the 
wildlife of the day began their morning routines. As did 
Astrid . 



Astrid's father died before she was born, and Astrid was an only 
child. Her mother had been growing sicker over the years, until 
looking after her became almost a full time job, so her hands were 
kept full. To make money, Astrid would spend her mornings and 
evenings hunting and foraging, before selling what she could and 
keeping the rest for her and her mother. She then spent the day 
running odd jobs for those who would take her. She was a strong girl, 
top in dragon training, and smart with her thinking. This is probably 
why the chief himself often sorted her out. Though technically 
Snotlout was now heir, Stoick had a hard time getting him to do 
anything right, so he often turned to Astrid to pick up the 
slack . 

These days, Stoick was left a lonely man. He had lost both his wife 
and son. He would spend most nights staring into his drink, murmuring 
about how he should have done something differently. He was still a 
great chief, but his he art was no longer in it. It left when his son 
did . 

Astrid was glad of this work, it helped her to take her mind off the 
things that were going wrong at home. Her mother was getting worse, 
and no one knew how to help her, and there was nothing Astrid could 
do. Instead, she put on a brave face, and struck down the world 
before it could strike her first. 

She had her mother's old axe strapped to her back, and a bow and 
arrow in her hand. She was not great with a bow, but it was the 
weapon best suited to the game she was hunting, so she learnt. She 
took a different path each morning, so the animals did not learn her 
habits. This particular route was taking her deep into the heart of 
the woods. So far, she feared she may become lost. She caught sight 
of a waterfowl just ahead, and converted to her hunter's stalk. Once 
again, this was a skill she had to learn, for it was not particularly 
useful for a dragon fighting Viking. She pulled the string back, 
preparing to let loose, when something scared the bird off, causing 
her to curse to herself. She began in a different direction, away 
from whatever scared the bird. 

She looked up to see yet another bird flit overhead. She stalked 
after it, hoping to catch it off guard as it landed. That's when she 
found the cove. She saw a strange change of light ahead, and lowered 
her bow to go investigate. She weaved through some rocks, and then 
had to spread her arms back to stop herself toppling over the edge. 
She didn't even have a chance to look at the cove, as she saw the 
bird land on a rock behind her. It was almost too small to bother 
with, but she had already come this far. She pulled back the bow's 
string, and took a step back to take aim. Her back foot slipped 
suddenly, and she let out a shocked cry as her arrow went flying in 
the wrong direction, and she watched the bird disappear into the 
distance. But she was in for an even worse shock. The rock she 
slipped on loosened more rocks, and soon she found the ledge she was 
standing on caving in on itself, and she was riding a rock slide down 
the sheer cliff. She let out a yell as she came down, and gave a 
pained gasped as she came to a halt. 

She groaned and slowly picked herself up from the rubble, 
self-assessing any damage that may have been inflicted. As she leant 
on her right hand to push herself off the ground, she winced. Badly 
sprained, maybe broken. She continued to check down her body, only to 



find scrapes and bruises. She could deal with that. Now with the 
knowledge that her body could function, she started to survey her 
surroundings. Her bow was snapped in half, and the arrows were 
scattered everywhere. She looked down at her axe, which had escaped 
its sheath on her back, and sighed in relief to see it was still in 
one piece. It was one of the last things she had left to remind her 
of happier times. 

Her mouth pulled itself into a determined line and she started 
plotting escape routes. She swivelled around on her feet, and came to 
a halt when something strange caught her eye on the other side of the 
cove. A piece of wood, that appeared to be part of a construct ion . 

She walked closer to see it looked rather like a shelter. But for 
whom? She felt her heart beat pick up, before she quickly scolded it 
and told herself to stop being silly. No monster was going to jump 
out of the woods at her. She continued to approach it, and the closer 
she got, the more she didn't like it. Without realising it, she moved 
into her hunting prowl. 

She reached the structure, and was able to quickly determine that it 
was indeed man-made. It seemed to be filled with cog works and pulley 
systems. There was a pipe down to the stream, and other pieces of 
machinery going in all sorts of directions. There was a strange 
wooden door/wall that most of the mechanics led to and she stopped to 
study it. It appeared to by a sliding door. Without any thought to 
fact that she might be intruding, she slit the door a foot wide, and 
peered in. She barely had time to take in the sights however, when 
her eyes fell onto a sleeping mass on the floor. Her breath caught in 
her throat, and she made an involuntary gasp. A man, it was just a 
man. But her little noise made him stir, and his eyes suddenly 
flashed open. 

Astrid was met with the most alarming sight. The eyes reflected the 
stream of light pouring in through the gap, and green slitted dragon 
eyes stared back at her. She cried out and quickly slammed the door 
shut, before running away, pulling her axe from her behind her in 
preparation. She quickly had to swap from her right to her left hand, 
however, due to her wrist. She kept going until she reached the end 
of the cove. She peered up at the sheer cliff, and soon realised 
there was no way of escaping. She turned her back to the wall and 
prepared herself. 

There was nothing in her immediate line of sight, and she snuck a 
glance at the door she had slammed. It remained shut. She wasn't sure 
whether that was a good thing or not, so she remained in a defensive 
stance, ready for an assault. She continued to stare at the door, 
waiting for some movement. 


The sun had begun to lower in the sky, and still nothing had 
happened. Despite her best efforts, Astrid had begun to lose her 
attentiveness. She still had her axe in her left hand, but her right 
wrist was now throbbing, and she had taken off her wrist wrap to find 
it had swollen to a fair size. She had slouched against the rock 
behind her, then slowly come down into a seated position. She 
elevated her right hand, knowing that it would help with the 
swelling, but she had nothing to bandage it with, and her wrist wrap 
wasn't tight enough. She still had grazes to attend to, but she did 
not want to take her left hand off her axe, and her right hand was 



close to useless. 


To pass the time, she continued to scan the area for an escape route, 
but she was yet to find one. When night began to near, Astrid pulled 
her hood over her head to try and keep warm. She could not find 
enough wood in the small area she had confined herself to, so she had 
no fire to keep herself warm. It was so cold. When night finally 
fell, she heard movement over were the monster had slept. She held 
her breath and slowly stood up, axe stiff in her hand, but by the 
time she got up the noise was gone. She spent the next hour or so 
waiting for something to leap out from the dark at her, but nothing 
came. Slowly she sat back down, only to be racked with violent 
shivers. Her teeth chattered and she curled into a ball, trying to 
get all her extremities as close to her body as possible. Eventually 
it got so bad she had to get up and move. She started with jogging on 
the spot, then moved to star jumps, then sit-ups, and then to a full 
on work out. It only helped to a certain point. It did assist to calm 
her nerves though, doing something so familiar to her. 

She was onto her fourth set of sit-ups when her body finally 
collapsed of exhaustion. To spend so long on full adrenaline, after 
falling from a cliff, then spending so long in the cold and doing so 
much physical activity to keep warm, her body could take no more. Her 
head fell to the ground, and her legs collapsed flat on the 
ground . 


The first grey of sunlight could be seen, and she was curled up 
tightly into a ball on her left side, body convulsing on its own 
accord. Her eyes were screwed tight as she slept fitfully. She was 
too far unconscious to even notice that when the sun began to appear 
in the horizon, a warm body picked her up from the ground and carried 
her into a cave like home. Her body began to relax in the warmth and 
she slept for hours, with the monster she had spent the whole night 
fearing sleeping a few metres from her own. 

**Thanks for reading. Pretty please review I will cherish it forever 
(or at least for the next week) . Also, thank you so much for those 
who have reviewed, and to those who have followed and favourited. I'm 
so happy to see such a positive response already. I hope it 
continues. Feel free to ask any questions, I will answer, and 
constructive criticism is welcome. I'm here to improve as well as 
entertain . : ) * * 


3 . Trapped 

**Hi. Just letting you know now that next chapter will most likely be 
late, as I'm already starting to run behind, and school is getting 
crazy. So, please enjoy this one in the mean time.** 

**Noctus Fury: Hi there! Glad you could join us, nice to hear from 
you. I expected this to be more like Beauty and the Beast too but, as 
you said, whatever works. Do you know how hard it is to find a Beauty 
and the Beast tale that is the same? And I refuse to base it off the 
Disney version (though it has begun to become more and more like that 
version as I write) . And that castle sounds awesome! Can I live there 
with him? I won't tell you too much about the villain yet, but Dagur 
will not be making an appearance. This will be closely based on the 



first movie, so I guess the Queen dragon is the main antagonist. If 

this goes well. I'll do the second movie in this AU. And I'm 

rambling. Thanks for the review, I love hearing from you!** 

_Chapter 2- Trapped_ 

Astrid's eyes slowly blinked open. She frowned to herself, trying to 
remember what had happened. As the memories began to rush back to 
her, her eyes widened and she leapt up from the floor, only to find 
herself wondering where she was. She studied the empty cave like 

area. The ceiling was quite low, only a few feet above her head, and 

it was rather gloomy. The part of the floor she was sleeping on was 
made of wood, but the rest was stone. The room was filled with 
multiple contraptions, and she began to connect the dots. She was in 
the lair. _Its _lair. 

The door began to slide open and her hand flew to her axe, except it 
was no longer at her back. She hastily looked around to see if it had 
been dropped somewhere nearby, but found nothing. She could see a 
silhouette in the door, and she began to back herself against the 
rear of the room, her eyes flashing like that of a cornered 
animal . 

The man like figure was lean and tall, and as her eyes adjusted to 
the new light, she could see he was wearing a leather armour like 
suit. His unnerving eyes were hidden under a leather helmet, so you 
could almost imagine he was human. He held various supplies in his 
arms. She searched for something to use as a weapon, but all she 
found was a rounded fist sized stone. 

"You're lucky it's almost spring, or you would have been out there 
for even longer, " the thing said in a muffled voice, and he began to 
move around the room, putting things away in his series of storage 
compartments against the wall. 

"What do you want with me?" Astrid hissed, her voice staying strong 
despite her fear. 

"From you? Nothing. I was kind of wondering what you wanted from me, 
since you were the one who intruded." 

"I didn't come here by choice, " she said flatly, fingering the rock 
in her hand. 

"Oh? Well you seem to like it here, because you haven't left," he 
said, bending over to put something down low. 

"Well it's not exactly the easiest place to get out of." _Was she 
really having a conversation with this thing?_ 

"It was until that rock slide. Was that your doing?" he asked as he 
pulled down a hinged square of wood from the wall, creating a chair, 
and sitting down on it having finished putting the things away. 

"So what if it was?" 

"Just curious. Well, the only other ways out are to climb. So, how 
are your climbing skills?" 

"Just fine, " she harrumphed. 



"I'm sure. How are your one handed climbing skills?" 


She went to spit a response back then halted. How _were _her one 
handed climbing skills? She looked down at her pained wrist, to see 
it was still swollen and not particularly functional. 

"As I thought. How about I bandage that for you?" he asked, beginning 
to stand up. 

"Don't touch me," she hissed. 

"Now, we're not scared are we?" he mocked, as he began to tinker away 
in one of the compartments. 

"Considering you're some half dragon hybrid thing, just a little," 
she bit at him. 

He scoffed. "I'm human. Now where did I put that bandage?" 

"I saw your eyes," she ventured, "that's not normal." 

"Minor detail. Ah, there it is." He pulled out a rolled bandage, and 
started to walk towards Astrid. 

She cringed away, and slid up into a corner. He continued to approach 
her, and she lifted her rock up in defence. He gave a gentle 
chuckle . 

"Good thing I remembered to hide the axe, " he joked, plucking the 
rock out of her hand and chucking it on the ground behind him. 

She narrowed her eyes at him, lips parting in defiance. He just held 
out his hand. 

"Wrist . " 

Her eyes flickered from his hand to his concealed face and back 
again. Slowly she reached her right wrist out and place it in his 
hand. It was warm and rough, toughened by manual labour. He gently 
examined her wrist. 

"Broken," he murmured, then began to wrap a bandage around it. He 
fastened it and gave back her hand. She snapped it back against her 
chest and rubbed it defensively, staring at the lean figure. 

"Oh!" he exclaimed, holding a finger up to tell her to hold 
still . 

He walked to his storage area and reached up to the top shelf, 
grabbing a small brown thing. He walked back and handed it to her. It 
was her right wrist wrap. 

"I grabbed it earlier, thought you might want it back." 

She nodded sluggishly and stared down at the small bit of fur and 
cloth . 

"Sooo, you must be hungry?" he spoke, trying to sound friendly. 



She just stared at him. 


"Lost for words now are we? Well that's a surprise." 

She frowned at him, and slowly began to walk out of the corner she 
was pressed against, pulling on her wrist wrap over the bandage, 
wincing when it got caught on her thumb. 

He opened a sealed box and pulled out a roll of course 
bread . 

"Here," he passed it to her. 

She eyed it with suspicion, but was too hungry to abstain for long. 
She bit into it, and nodded as the man watched her. She then slowed 
her chewing and eyed the roll. 

"This is an awful lot like the bread at the Meade Hall, " she wondered 
aloud . 

"You didn't think I made it myself did you?" 

Her eyes flashed up to his hidden face and she thought about what 
that implied. 

"Why are you still wearing that helmet?" she asked despite herself, 
before taking another bite of the bread. 

"Well, the last time you saw my face, you ran away screaming." 

"I did _not _scream, " she growled at him. 

"Whatever you say." 

She chucked the last of the bread in her mouth, chewed and swallowed. 
She then strode right up to him and held out her hand. 

"I want my axe back," she demanded. 

"I'm not so sure that's a good idea." 

"I want my axe back," she insisted. 

"Fine, as long as you promise not to kill me with it." 

"No promises," she spoke in a hard voice. 

"Then no axe." 

She growled. "Fine then, I'm leaving." 

"And where are you going?" he asked in an annoyingly amused voice. 

She just wanted to smite him. 

"Away from here." She pushed passed him and strode out of the door. 
The sun was getting lower in the sky, and the first orange hues 
tinted the atmosphere. 

"You'll freeze again!" he called, leaning out of the door. 



"I don't care!" she continued walking. 

"At least take something to keep you warm?" 

She paused and glared back at him, before grumpily striding away. She 
went back to her spot against the cliff and sat, pulling her hood up 
over her head and crossing her arms over her chest. Her face pulled 
into a frown and she glared at a pile of rocks nearby. At one point 
the man came, with his helmet still on, and placed a canvas bundle of 
firewood next to her, with a pair of flint stones on top. She just 
glared at him, so he went back into his dingy hole without a 
word . 

She amused herself by coming up with as many insults for the dragon 
man as possible, then, when she finished with insults, moved onto 
mentally beating him up. When she finally calmed down again, she 
started to notice the chill settling in the air. She hugged the fur 
hood closer to herself. She would get through this, she wasn't 
relying on the dragon eyed man again. Her stomach growled, and she 
mentally told it to shut up. Only one bread roll in over 24 hours was 
not enough. 

Once again, when night fell, there were strange noises from the cave. 
Only after it was dark did she let herself attend to other, pressing, 
needs. She then returned to her spot and huddled. A couple of times 
her treacherous eyes flitted over to the pile of firewood, but she 
scolded herself, and gritted her chattering teeth. 

With the anger subsided, and the cold pressing, she started to 
question her actions. He had only been nice to her, in a dry, 
sarcastic way. He gave her shelter, food, and bandaged her wrist. He 
even had the kindness to supply her with firewood after she had 
stormed off. But he had taken her only form of self-defence. He was 
just messing with her mind, gaining her trust before doing something 
horrible to her. _Don't fall for the act_, she chided herself. _It ' s 
just an act._ 

Thoughts then went to her poor mother and the village. They would 
have noticed her absence by now, and were probably sending search 
parties. She didn't like her chances. She'd been hunting in the woods 
for years and only stumbled across this place now. It was remote and 
out of the way of pretty much everything. How was her mother doing 
without her? Worry began to stab at her heart. Stoick will look after 
her, she didn't doubt that. But the worry must be hurting her. She 
sighed, and pushed away the thoughts, they would do her no 
good . 

Eventually she drifted off, only to wake back in the dragon man's 
lair, the warm wood pressed to her face and the gloom pressing in on 
her . 


It went on like this for another five nights. Sometimes she would 
wake to find him sitting in the corner watching her, other times he 
wasn't there at all. He always had his helmet on. She would glare and 
curse, and push her way back out. He never stopped her, just gave her 
a bundle of food and a wry remark, and she would be on her way. 
Somehow he always managed to rile her up, often with one short 
sentence. He kind of reminded her of someone. An old ghost, a 



forgotten memory. He never failed to bring her back inside before she 
woke in the morning. In the short bursts she saw him, she began to 
notice the less human things about him. He had a feline grace about 
him, and he often moved and did things that would look more natural 
in a dragon than a human. This frightened her, but she was always out 
before she had too much time to contemplate it. 

The fifth night was particularly cold, with a few snowflakes drifting 
in the air, even though the season for snow had long past. She 
reluctantly chewed a piece of jerky, eating as little as possible. In 
the end, Astrid had to give in and use the firewood that had sat idle 
for the past four nights. She felt like she was finally giving in to 
him, accepting him. And she hated it. The memory of the eyes 
reflecting back out of the gloom burnt in her mind, and sent shivers 
down her spine. She was still cold, but warm enough to know she'd 
make it through the night. She drifted to sleep with warmth radiating 
against her bare face, and green slitted eyes floating in her 
mind . 

He found her in the morning, curled tightly next a circle of smoking 
coals. Her nose and face were flushed from the cold, and she was 
shivering yet again. A pile of mostly uneaten food sat beside her, as 
it had each morning before. He gave a sad sigh and picked her up, 
taking her back inside. _She was going to kill herself at this rate._ 
His eyes drooped and, after he lay her down on the heated wood, he 
carried himself a few feet away and let his tired body collapse to 
the ground. He quickly fell asleep to her soft breathing, a sound he 
was already getting used to, despite himself. 

She woke earlier than usual, and breathed a sigh of relief to find he 
wasn't perched on his chair. That meant he was out. As she picked 
herself off the ground, a soft wheezing noise made her freeze. She 
turned to find the dragon man asleep on the floor, not far from where 
she had been. She winced. She silently picked her way towards the 
door, noticing that even in his sleep he had the helmet firmly pulled 
over his head. You could just see a few tuffs of auburn hair sticking 
out the back of it. 

She shook her head and pulled the door open. She had one foot out of 
the door when a voice behind her changed her course. 

"Please, stay . " 

Her breath paused in her throat and she composed her face into a 
glare before turning around. 

"No. My wrist is almost healed. I'll be out of here as soon as I 
can." This wasn't strictly true. The swelling had mostly gone, but 
her wrist still hurt horridly. "You've hidden my axe, leaving me 
defenceless and vulnerable to your will. I have not seen you face 
properly, not even once. I am not afraid of you, but I do not know a 
single thing about you. You've kept me alive, and for that I am glad, 
but I want nothing more to do with you." 

The man had pulled himself into a seated position, his legs slightly 
crossed with his knees propped up by his relaxed arms. From under his 
helmet you could hear a saddened exhalation. 


"If you could see my face, you couldn't even stand being near me. You 
want to know who I am? I am an abomination, a monster. All because of 



one stupid decision. But you're stuck here, for the time being, and I 
don't want you dying from cold. So stop being so stubborn, and accept 
the fact you're stuck with me, and I'm your only hope of 
surviving . " 

Shock flitted across her face as he spoke, then confusion, anger and 
finally determination. 

"I'll stay, if you give me back my axe. That way I'm ready if you try 
something funny." 

The masked figure stood up, and she almost thought she heard a 
relieved sigh come from under the helmet. He pulled down his foldable 
seat, and stood on it to reach behind a variety of pipes and cogs. He 
pulled out her axe and she felt her shoulders already relaxing at the 
sight of it. He strode over and handed it to her, muttering a prayer 
that she wouldn't cut him down there and then. She thought about it, 
but decided against it . She swung her axe around in her hands and 
grinned to herself. 

Then, shocking the mysterious man, she held out her hand. He stared 
at it, his breath coming heavy, before tenderly reaching out his hand 
and shaking it. She grinned sweetly at him, holding his gaze, then 
twisted his wrist so he fell to the ground. 

"Ow, why would you _do _that?" 

"That's for taking my axe." 

She then dropped the butt of her axe on his stomach. 

"And that's for everything else." 

"Oh man, " he groaned. 

She grinned down at him, then sat gently down on the floor next to 
him while he worked to compose himself. 

"Okay, now you've got that out of the way, what now?" he 
asked . 

"Well, what do you normally do?" 

"Uh, collect supplies, design and fix machinery, that sort of 
thing . " 

"You've certainly got some complicated gadgets here," she admitted, 
gazing around the room. 

"It's a hobby . " 

She smiled, then looked down at her feet. 

"So you live here all by yourself, day in, day out, you steal 
supplies from my village, and you have the eyes of a 
dragon . " 

" Yup . " 

"You get lonely?" 



"Everyday. But my old life wasn't the greatest either. So much scorn, 
I was always a disappointment, never living up to my legacy." 

"How did you end up here, alone? Where are you from?" She kept 
shocking herself. A voice kept telling her to keep quiet and get out 
of there as soon as possible, but her curious side kept winning 
over . 

"I arrived here in a similar way to how you did. I didn't make quite 
as much of a mess as you did though, " he snickered, trying to lighten 
the mood, or steer away from that topic, she wasn't sure which. 

"And where are you from?" she insisted. 

"You wouldn't believe me if I told you," he muttered. 

She sighed and stared at the floor. She couldn't quite believe her 
situation, and she sat there and pondered it for a while. Suddenly 
her head snapped up in decision. 

"Take off your helmet, " she demanded, taking the man by 
surprise . 

"No, that's not a good idea." 

"I said take it off," she growled, rising from the floor. 

"I said no," he bounced back, rising with her, his hands held up in 
caution . 

She held her axe near his chest. 

"Please," she said in a contradictive, hostile voice. 

"No, no I can't," he shook his head, in denial, starting to sound 
rather anxious. 

"I'm not scared anymore, let me see your face." 

"No, please Astrid, no!" 

She inhaled sharply, and strode right up to him pressing him against 
the wall. 

"How did you know my name?" she hissed. 

"Err, uma€ 1 " 

"What are you? Some kind of sorcerer?" 

"No, I'm like you!" 

"You are _nothing_ like me!" she roared, turning away from him in 
disgust . 

"What else do you know? Do you know about my mother? Are you some 
kind of demon sent to keep me from her?" 


"No! I don't know anything about your mother. Why, is something wrong 



with her?" 


"Mind your own business, " she growled. 

"And you mind yours," he said, gesturing to the helmet. 

She huffed and started for the door. 

"You can't run away from this! You are trapped. May as well accept 

it . " 

She paused as her hand reached for the door. 

"I think I might just be figuring you out, getting under your shell, 
but each time, there is another layer underneath. I am tired, 
frustrated, my nerves are a wreck and I _really _need to get home, " 
she admitted, her head lowering down in defeat. "Please, is there no 
way you can get me out?" 

The room was silent, Astrid stared at the masked man, and she was 
pretty sure he was staring back. Finally, he ducked his head. 

"No, there is no way I can get you out. No way." 

**Yup, a bit on the outrageous side, but lots of fun. Please review, 
feel free to ask questions or give constructive criticism. Thanks 
once again to all favourites and follows, and special thanks to 
reviewers. :D** 


4 . Eyes Meet 

**Okay, yup, those extra few days achieved absolutely nothing, I am 
still stuck in the same spot as about a week ago, but I wasn't going 
to make you guys wait any longer just because I can't get my head 
into gear. And this is where the weekly schedule goes out the window, 
and I inform you that the next few chapters will most likely be on 
the later side as well. Sorry. My schedule has gotten lighter, but I 
also got a cold this week and my brain has turned to mush. My English 
right now has gone down the drain. I tried spelling 'emotions' as 
'emossions' about half an hour ago. Yah, I have know idea. And now 
I'm off to practise Erench. :/** 

** And this is really late, but better late then never... ** 

** Disclaimer: I do not own any of the How to Train Your Dragon 
franchise or its characters, and I am not making a profit in my using 
of them. This applies for all previous and future chapters in this 
story . * * 

** ...and now that's out of the way, so please enjoy!** 

** P.S. The guest review responses have been moved to the bottom. 

-k k 


** _Chapter 3- Eyes Meet_** 

_He only ever saw the dragon that cursed him one other time. It was 
his first night, and he was terrified. The beast that he had seen in 
his eyes had taken over his entire body, and he wondered if he would 



ever get to see his hands again. Flying seemed to come naturally to 
him, and he felt something drawing him in a certain direction, 
something calling. _ 

_He came to a foggy area, filled with sharp rocks and intimidating 
sea stacks. He arrived at a rocky island, and was about to enter, the 
call getting stronger, when he saw a dark, and very familiar, 
silhouette calling him from the ground. It only crossed his mind 
later that it could very well have been his own shadow. Confusion, a 
very familiar emotion to him now, swept across his face as he glided 
down to the ground and dropped in front of the dreaded Night 
Fury ._ 


_ " I felt you coming. You should not be here. Green Eyes," the 

Night Fury spoke, his mouth pulling into a gummy growl. _ 

_ " Hello there Toothless!" Hiccup laughed, his baffled mind 

searching for a humorous escape. _ 

_The dragon's eyes flashed in surprise before he realised what the 
boy was laughing at. He frowned and quickly fixed the malfunction 
with his retractable teeth, pulling his features back into a snarl. 


" I 


me 


ff 


am Shadow Stalker! 


And you. 


boy. 


should be quaking before 


_ " Suppose I did? What good would it do? And I rather like the name 

Toothless. I think it suits you."_ 

_Shadow Stalker ignored the boy's jibes. "The Queen, she thinks 
you're dead, that I killed you. If she finds who you are, what I have 
done, we will both be killed. 

_ " What gave you the right to do this? What makes you think I would 

rather be like this than die?!" Hiccup cried, his thoughts flashing 
through his head like lightening. _ 

_The Night Fury blinked, no other emotion escaping in his features, 
and gave a solemn answer. _ 

_ " Because it is our job to live. It's the only known reason for 

our existence. 

_A frustrated hiss was let from Hiccup's mouth, and his eyes flashed 
around the area before settling back on the Night Fury in front of 
him ._ 


_ " Why? Why me?"_ 

_ " There is a prophecy. That one day you and I will join together, 

and bring the downfall of the Queen's empire. If you are dead, that 
prophecy cannot be fulfilled. 

_Hiccup's head ducked down and then his eyes came back to Shadow 
Stalker's. _ 

_ " I didn't ask for this, any of this."_ 

_ " It matters not. Green Eyes. Our fate is but a toy amongst the 



gods' hands. I, for one, didn't choose to become a flightless play 
thing for the Queen, but here I am." Toothless met Hiccup's 
scrutinising gaze levelly, face regally composed. _ 

_ " But I've seen you fly," Hiccup questioned, his curious nature 

overtaking his better judgement. _ 

_There was a small flicker of pain from the black dragon before his 
expression was recomposed, and he shot back another calm reply. _ 

_ " That was before you shot me down. I now lack a tail fin. That 

leaves me grounded. 

_ " I did that?" Hiccup continued to question. _ 

_However, the Night Fury had had enough of questions, and his reply 
was bitter. _ 

_ " You maimed me, I maimed you. You spare me, I spare you. We're 

even. Now leave, and never return! If you do, we will both be dead 
before you can say your greetings !"_ 

_Hiccup widened his eyes, shock and confusion written on his dragon 
features. _ 

_ " But, Ia€l What do I do now? Where can I go?"_ 

_ " It does not concern me. Leave!" Shadow Stalker bit, anger 

flashing in his eyes. He ran at Hiccup, his now functioning teeth 
bared. Hiccup leapt up in surprise, and swiftly flew away, throwing 
glances back at the bitter dragon. It was at that moment that he 
realised that he had not only experienced the Night Fury's anger, but 
he felt it himself. In his own chest. _ 

_Shadow Stalker watched the pathetic boy leave. He watched, and 
pretended that he was the one who could fly away. But, alas, he was 
stuck now and forevermore. He turned, his injured tail dragging 
miserably along the ground. He turned back into the living hell that 
was the queen's nest, where he was doomed to spend the rest of his 
days. His only conciliation was that he had successfully defied the 
Queen, and that perhaps he may be able to do so once more in his 
future . _ 


Astrid sat huddled near the fire. As it turned out, the wooden planks 
on the floor opened up to create a fire pit. The bottom and sides 
were plated with metal, so they didn't burn. This was why Astrid had 
always found the wood was so warm in the mornings. The nameless, 
faceless man had left. As the sun had grown lower and lower in the 
sky, he got antsier and antsier, until eventually he disappeared out 
the door with a swift goodbye, and he had not returned. She wondered, 
but was not particularly worried. She was too tired to care. She was 
warmer than she had been in ages. Her eyes sagged and she kept dozing 
off. The only thing keeping her from sleep was the thought of her 
mother, alone and most probably worrying herself sick. Well, 
sicker . 


When she finally slept, she was cursed with garish nightmares. For 
some reason that night Hiccup, the once future chief, drifted around 



her mind. This, mixed with the week's events, made for horrible 
dreams and when she finally woke from her fitful sleep, she was 
almost relieved to find she was in the cave, not back in the place of 
horrors that was her mind. She could see light coming through the 
door, and she got up and opened it, to see the sun had only just 
risen in the sky. There was no sign of the dragon man. She frowned, 
realising that she still had no proper name for him. 

She stepped outside and washed her face, hands and feet in the cold 
stream, wishing she could be guaranteed enough privacy to have a full 
wash. Unfortunately, she had no idea when he was going to come back, 
and there was no way she was giving him the opportunity to see her 
naked . 

She wandered back to the cave, leaving the door open to let in more 
light, and helped herself to breakfast. She cranked the fireplace 
cover shut, and sat down on top of it, munching on another bread roll 
and some cured meat. She found some books in one of the compartments, 
and she flicked through a couple, curious. Most of them were about 
engineering and metal work, joined by many drawings of mechanisms and 
designs that must have been made by the man himself. There was a book 
of fairy tales, which she found rather amusing, and another one on 
spells and curses. She rolled her eyes and wandered around the rest 
of the room. Some clothes were draped along the furniture, but part 
from that the place was quite neat and tidy. He had rigged up some 
form of plumbing so he could get water pumped directly into the cave, 
and it came out of a spout against the wall. There were shutters 
above the sliding door that could be opened by a series of pullies to 
let in light, which she had already pulled open. The cave still let 
off an essence of gloom, and she was left to wonder how he had not 
grown mad over time. 

She was going through her normal series of exercises just outside the 
cave when he finally arrived, a satchel swung over his shoulder. She 
drew to a halt as he began to restock the food cupboard. 

"Where have you been?" 

"Out," he said concisely. 

"I got that much. Out where?" 

"Getting food." He did not turn to face her, just continued to place 
food items on shelves and in draws. 

Astrid frowned. "All night?" 

"All night." 

She stared at him, and he ignored her, settling himself down on the 
heated wood. 

"Now if you don't mind, I'm going to have a nap now. Help yourself to 
the food _I _got . " He lay down, facing upwards to look at the 
roof . 

"Please, don't let me get in the way," she grumbled, confused by his 
sudden change of demeanour. He normally had an amused lilt to his 
voice, like he found whatever she did or said stupid or funny. 
Eventually she shrugged her shoulders and went back to her axe 



throwing, which wasn't nearly as good due to her right hand being out 
of order. She then looked back at his sleeping body, and decided to 
take advantage of his unconsciousness . She crept over and gently shut 
the door, then went to the furthest part of the stream, and finally 
let herself relax into the cool water. When she was done she pulled 
her sopping clothes back over her dripping body, and laid out in the 
sun to let herself dry. 

She was still enjoying the sun's rays on her face when he came over. 
Her eyes flickered open, and she lazily glanced at him before closing 
her eyes again, choosing to ignore his presence. 

"I'm sorry about my shortness with you before," he spoke softly. "I 
was tired, and my quarrel was not with you." 

"Shh, " she breathed through her teeth. 

"Are you angry at me? Oh, who am I kidding, you're always angry with 
me," he moved to walk away. 

"Come, lay down next to me, " she muttered. 

He paused and looked down at the dozing girl. Slowly, he sat down, 
before tilting his head back and lying down beside her. 

"I don't even have a name for you," she said gently, her eyes 
opening, and her head tilting to look at him. He continued to look up 
at the sky. "You know who I am without me even telling you, yet I 
don't even have a name for you." 

"Monster, would do just fine, " he whispered harshly, still looking 
upwards . 

"Surely you don't call yourself that?" 

"Sometimes . " 

She sighed, and turned her head back towards the sky. "How long have 
you been here, locked up by yourself?" 

"Five years." 

"That's a long time," she stated. 

"Too long, " he breathed. 

"How did you end up here? How did you become what you are?" 

"It was because I was a horrible Viking. I'm here because I am the 
most useless Viking that had ever lived. I couldn't even kill a 
dragon . " 

Her eyes shifted back to his masked face, revealing her confused 
look. Something was whispering to her in the back of her mind, as if 
there was an obvious clue she was missing. 

"Why do you still hide your face? I know what hides underneath, I'm 
not scared of it." 


He heaved a sigh. "I saw your expression the first time you lay eyes 



on me. It confirmed everything I feared would happen. That no one 
would ever be able to look at my face without fear or horror. I don't 
want to go through that ever again." 

"But I am not scared, I am not horrified, not anymore. You have 
proven to me that you're good, that you are not a monster, not on the 
inside. That is what really counts." She sat up and swivelled to look 
at him, and he soon followed suit. She couldn't quite believe what 
she was saying, but it was undeniably true. 

Though last time she asked the response received was undeniably 
negative, she couldn't help but ask it of him again. 

"Please, show me your face." 

He sighed and looked down into his lap. "I don't want you to hate 


"I won't, if you show me your face." 

His breathing was heavy and choked, he looked back at her earnest 
eyes through the helmet, and came to a decision. 

"I won't blame you if you want to run," he spoke hesitantly. 

"I am Astrid Hofferson, I don't run," she said determinedly, gazing 
at him levelly. 

"You did last time." 

An expression flashed across her face, it looked almost like shame. 

It was quick to disappear. 

"That was before I knew you. Now, take it off," she commanded. 

He took in a shaky breath, and he slowly rose his hands to his ducked 
head, and peeled the helmet off. He gently raised his head, his lips 
pressed tightly together and his eyes widened in hope. 

She looked into the eyes and tried not to show her panic. As she had 
known, they were dragon's eyes, the eyes of the beasts that brought 
fear and destruction to her home. Despite her best efforts, her eyes 
widened, and her lips parted in a silent gasp. He flinched and 
dropped his head back down, his knuckles white as he firmly gripped 
the helmet in his left hand. Her eyebrows furrowed together, and she 
recomposed herself, shoving the fear down deep inside her. She 
reached her hand out and tilted his head up by the chin. He looked at 
her with sad eyes and she leant forward, gently kissing his 
forehead . 

"You have a lovely face, " she said softly, pausing to appraise him. 

He was a lot younger than she imagined him, looking around her age. 
Apart from his eyes, the rest of him appeared to be human. He had a 
rounded nose, and thin lips. His hair was indeed auburn, and tuffs of 
it fell over his forehead, and framed his face, sticking in all 
directions. His face was covered in splatters of freckles, such 
plain, ordinary things, framing the most incredible eyes. His eyes 
widened as she looked down at him, no fear written in her features. 

At first his pupils were narrow, slitted against the glaring sun, but 
slowly they grew until his eyes were more black than green. 



Suddenly her eyes widened in shock as something clicked in her brain. 
She rashly grabbed both sides of his face in her hands and she 
squished up his face, pushing up his cheek and giving them a chubby 
appearance . 

"Hiccup?" she squeaked, trying to find something in his strange eyes. 
They became startled, and she dropped his face, waiting for a 
response . 

He rubbed his jaw, then slowly looked up at her slightly freaked 
expression . 

"Uh, hi Astrid?" 

"Oh gods, you're alive?! And you're like this?!" 


"Yes?" 


She leapt up from the ground, her hands quivering with shock. She 
began to pace in front of him as Hiccup just gaped at her from his 
seated position. 

"We thought you were dead! Me, your dad, everyone! But how? How did 
you get here? What have you done?!" she shouted, turning to him with 
crazed eyes. 

He said nothing, but his eyes shifted with anxiety and began to grow 
narrower . 

"Why didn't you tell me!? Here I was, scared for my life, when all 
this time I was cowering in front of Hiccup the Useless!" 

Hiccup's expression became aghast, and his pupil's grew round in a 
saddened expression. He ducked his head down and stared into his 
lap . 

"Five years later and you still manage to screw up the lives of the 
people around you, " she spat bitterly, feeling confused and betrayed. 
She stopped and stared at the stooped over boy as he began to 
speak . 

"I just wanted to be one of you guys," he whispered gently, his voice 
cracking slightly. 

She made a derisive noise, and threw her axe right at his feet in 
frustration. To her surprise, he leapt up into a crouch, a hiss 
whispering through his lips, and his eyes narrowing into threatening 
slits. All she could do was shake her head in denial before 
running . 

She ran back to her spot against the wall, her breath coming heavy 
due to her panic. This monster was the chief's son. He was the only 
heir, and he was part dragon. She couldn't bare it anymore, she had 
to escape. She began to clumsily scramble up the sheer wall, only for 
her injured wrist to give way, and she fell the few feet she had 
managed to climb. She tried three more times, only to fall back down 
again. When her feet hit the ground the final time, she stared at her 
wrist with watery eyes, and hissed curses to the gods. She plonked 
herself down on the ground, and brought her knees up to her chest. 



and she rested her head against her folded arms. _Breathe, get 
yourself together Astrid. This is no time to have a break down. 


She sat there for a while, trying to regain her calmness, to breath. 
However, as she did so, his words ran back through her head. 

_It confirmed everything I feared would happen. That no one would 
ever be able to look at my face without fear or horror. I don't want 
to go through that ever again. _ 

_I'm here because I am the most useless Viking that had ever 
lived ._ 

_I just wanted to be one of you guys. _ 

What had she done? She lifted her head and breathed in a deep breath. 
She promised she wouldn't be scared, that she wouldn't run away, that 
she wouldn't hate him. Yet she'd practically done all of those 
things. She was a stupid, horrible person. She heaved herself up and 
walked back to where she left him. He was no longer there, but her 
axe was still stuck in the ground where she had thrown it. She picked 
it up, the yellow light of the evening sun reflecting off it. 

She had to spend a while looking for him. She eventually found him in 
part of the cove wall, about six feet up in a little nook. He was 
curled up tightly with his head resting on his folded arms, a very 
similar position to which she had been in not that long ago. She 
stared up at him for a while, and began to wonder if she should make 
a coughing noise or something when he finally spoke, not lifting his 
head . 

"I thought Astrid Hofferson didn't run?" he said in a soft, bitter 
voice . 

"I came back, didn't I?" 

"Only because you have nowhere else to go." 

"Nah, I would have come back eventually. I just found the chief's 
son, who has been missing for five years!" 

He lifted his head up and eyed her with a scrutinising look. 

"You certainly did. But who would want me now? I'm a monster." 

She scoffed and shrugged her shoulders nonchalantly. "Don't flatter 
yourself, I've seen many greater horrors than you. You haven't even 
tried to kill me yet. That has to count for something." 

He gave a sad smile. "Maybe, but nobody will wait long enough to find 
that out . " 

Astrid mouth screwed up in consideration, then dropped the axe and 
climbed a gently sloping rock that brought her level with him, 
sitting cross legged on the jagged rock. She began a different line 
of conversation. 

"Your eyesa€ 1 I've never seen a dragon with ones quite like those. 
What are they?" 



He heaved a sad sigh. "Night Fury. They are the eyes of the Night's 
Fury . " 

She frowned at the second bit, but chose to let it pass. 

"So, tell me, what happened to you?" 

"It's a woeful tale," he smiled gently. 

"Well, go on." She leaned forward, settling her elbows on her knees 
and her chin in her hands, giving him an encouraging look. 

He took a deep breath, then exhaled, composing his face. "Okay. Do 
you remember that last raid, the night before I disappeared?" 

"Yes, I think everyone remembers that night, " she nodded, the story 
heading where she expected it to. 

"Well, I had created a machine that could shoot a bola. As you know, 

I couldn't throw them myself." He paused as she gave a slight 
chuckle. "I used it to catch a Night Fury." 

"You mean to say, you actually shot one?" She leant back and gave him 
an incredulous look. 

His mouth turned down in a half grimace. "Unfortunately, yes." 

"But that's amazing!" 

"Not anymore it isn't," he shrugged sadly. "So, I snuck out of the 
house to go hunting for it, wanting to prove that I had indeed caught 
one, before Dad got home to give me his big speech about 
responsibilities and so on. I found it, and tried to kill it, 
buta€ 1 " 

"But? Why didn't you?" her eyes were wide and she appeared to be 
absorbed in his short story. 

"It hardly matters now." His eyes flickered down to his feet before 
he continued, "I freed him and he leapt upon me. I was sure he was 
going to eat me, but instead he just yelled in my face as loud as he 
possibly could. After that, he ran and I collapsed. I woke up, and I 
was like this. I ran as fast as I could and found myself here. And, 
well, I've lived here ever since." 

"Why didn't you come home?" she whispered rapturously. 

"Look at me . I'm a freak of nature, probably worse than a dragon in 
_their _eyes." He spread his arms wide and he looked down at 
himself . 

"But _they_ were your own people, your father!" 

"See! _Were. _You said _were_, " he snapped his fingers at her 
somewhat frantically, before sighing morosely, his mood changing so 
quickly. "But none of that mattered, I was already a disappointment 
to him. This would just be the last straw." 

"You can't honestly believe that," she denied. 



He gave a sad smile. "But I do. Just look at your own 
reactions . " 


"Soa€l you think the Night Fury, what, cursed you?" 

" I know so . " 

"How?" she demanded. 

"He told me," he said simply. 

"How could youa€ 1 " her voice trailed off. She wasn't so sure she 
wanted to know. 

"There isa€l one more thing," he continued. 

"Oh?" she asked, her voice betraying some of the dread brewing in her 
stomach . 

"Whena€ 1 whena€ 1 the suna€ 1 " he paused, and looked down at his hands, 
before looking up at the setting sun, muttering to himself, "Too 
soon, it's too soon." 

She looked up at him, confusion written all over her features. Within 
his eyes she could see the orange and pink pigments of the sinking 
sun. They flashed to hers, and she could see that they were filled 
with panic. Suddenly, he swung around from his little nook, and 
latched onto the wall, pulling himself up, and he kept climbing with 
dragon-like grace until he disappeared out of sight over the edge of 
the cliff. 

"Hey! Where are you going?" she shouted, bewildered. 

There was no reply. The sun set, and he didn't return. She muttered 
in frustration to herself, before going back to the cave and lighting 
herself a warm fire. _Curiouser and curiouser._ 

**_ Spider-Hiccup, Spider-Hiccup . . . _****Hehe. And yes, I know 
'curiouser' is not a word, points to anyone who knows where that is 
from (it's one of my favourite books) . ****Yup, and Astrid does 
appear to spend a large amount of this story as an emotional wreck. 
Fun to write, not so fun for her. :/ Thanks ****for all the reviews, 

I love them! And favourites and follows are always good too. :) 

* * 


**Guest Reviews:** 

**redwolf: I noticed that too. It wasn't intentional, but I bet that 
that's where it sub-consciously came from. Thanks for the 
review ! * * 

* *KittenWhiskers : Naww, thanks. That means a lot. Thank you so much 
for letting me know!** 

** Noctus Fury: That's because you're an awesome reviewer! Maybe YOU 
should write a story Hiccup and his castle. :) And I know Scarlette 
Army has already tried, and I respect your reasons, but may I join 
the petition for you to get an account? No pressure. :) And I'll 
certainly take that advice about Hiccup staying in his current state 



into account . I haven't really decided what will happen there. I'm a 
bit conflicted. I doubt he'll go completely back to normal though. 
Well, that scene didn't exactly happen, but nice idea. The general 
gist of it is still present though. As for Astrid being an idiota€ 1 
*shrugs and points to above AN*.** 


5. Curiosities 

* * ' "Curiouser and curiouser!" cried Alice (she was so much surprised, 
that for the moment she quite forgot how to speak good English) ' . . . 

No one got that! Sigh. Alice in Wonderland?! When she eats the cake 
that makes her grow?! It's even in the 2010 movie. I'm not sure about 
the others, I haven't watched them in ages. Nice try bluesonicblast 
and Alphawolfpack (see note down the bottom, Alphawolfpack) . ** 

** Well, I'm back just a day late, but next chapter will definitely 
be late, as I'm away most of next week. This chapter has undergone 
MAJOR editing this week, meaning I'm still stuck in the same spot as 
about two weeks ago. This chapter is a tad short, but the next 
chapter is about a 1000 words longer, so that should make up for it. 
Hope you enjoy, this is basically Hiccstrid bonding time. 

Yay ! ** 

_Chapter 4 a€"Curiosit ies _ 

That morning she partially woke to notice Hiccup coming in through 
the door, but fell back to sleep before outwardly acknowledging his 
presence. She then awoke later to find him asleep next to her, with 
his helmet off for the first time. _Things are getting scandalous_, 
she laughed to herself. She got up and performed her usual morning 
routine. She once again began to worry about her mother and, with 
that ever present anxiety pressing down on her, she warily tested the 
strength of her wrist. She kept wincing, as pain shot up her arm and 
down into her fingers, but she reckoned it wouldn't be long until she 
could use it again. Work through the pain. 

But then a thought struck her, how could she go back, and leave him 
here? He was so lonely, and she was probably the first human contact 
he had had in five years. It was a bit creepy, if she thought about 
it. How could she leave him to go back to that lonely life? But how 
could she bring him back? She had to stop herself from giggling into 
the frigid morning air, imagining disappearing for over a week, then 
coming back to her mother with a boy. A dragon boy. A potentially 
rich dragon boy, considering he was also the chief's son. 
Unfortunately, it wouldn't just be her mother that would freak. The 
entire village would join her. And other villages, if they gave them 
half the chance . 

She heaved a sigh, and swung her axe around in frustration. It just 
wasn't fair. She walked back to the cave and got her breakfast, 
sitting on Hiccup's collapsible chair and contemplating how she could 
introduce Hiccup to the village without them freaking out. No matter 
which way she looked at it, all she could see was panic and hatred on 
their faces. 

Eventually Hiccup got up, and got himself some food, laughing when he 
realised he only had one chair. 

"Never was expecting guests," he said as he sat on the floor. 



"You should have been better prepared, " she smiled. 

He finished his morning routine, then turned to Astrid holding a 
crooked arm out in a formal gesture. 

"Would milady care to join me for a turn around the cove?" he asked, 
his mouth turning up coyly. 

She couldn't help but laugh at his formal attitude, before taking his 
arm and letting him lead her outside. 

He entertained her with polite conversation and his sardonic wit. She 
found the entire thing absurd, but she couldn't help but enjoy it, 
even if the creature beside her had the eyes of a dragon. A Night 
Fury, apparently. She was dreadfully curious about the events of the 
night before, but she didn't want to ruin the moment, and she 
suspected Hiccup was trying his best to make her forget it. 

They found themselves perched on a rock near the little waterfall, 
watching the water slowly wear down the rocks. They sat in silence 
for quite a while, neither wishing to disrupt the piece, break the 
momentary truce. Eventually Hiccup dared to speak. 

"Sooa€l your mother?" he asked gently. 

"How did you-? Oh, right, yeah. She's sick, she's been sick for quite 
a while now . " 

"Really? She was so strong when I knew her." 

"Yeah, she was," Astrid smiled wistfully. "I was going to be a shield 
maiden, one of the best Berk had ever seen. Live up to my father's 
legacy. I was top of dragon training, and I could beat every boy my 
age, and older as well. But then Mum got sick, and I had to drop the 
axe and learn to use a bow, to hunt and gather to keep us going, keep 
us living . " 

"You always were the best," Hiccup grinned reminiscently. "How is my 
dear cousin? Oh, and the Twins, have they not killed each other 
yet ? " 

"No, they're still kicking. As for Snotlout, wella€l" 

"Is he still chasing you like a lost puppy?" he laughed. 

"Well, kind of. But the puppy has grown up a bit since you last saw 
him. " 

"Oh?" 

"Oh." She deliberately stared out towards the waterfall, not meeting 
his eye. 

He grinned before his face grew serious again. "And what of my 
father? " 

Astrid took a moment to respond, knowing how much Stoick meant to 
Hiccup, even if he hated to admit it. She considered a few responses, 
but on her usual manner she decided to go with simple and 



honest . 


"He took you're disappearance pretty hard, but he is still our chief, 
and a good one at that . " 

"Dida€ 1 did he ever speak of me?" His expression was open, and 
appeared slightly anxious. He watched her with cautious eyes, and she 
made sure not to betray any negative emotion. Once again, she planned 
her words before she spoke. She nodded. 

"Often, when you caught him off guard. I think he blames himself, 
even though he doesn't really know the circumstances . " 

Hiccup's gaze left Astrid's and it was his turn to stare at the 
waterfall . 

"If he knew the circumstances , he would be the one to make me 
disappear himself." 

Astrid's brow furrowed, as something niggled in her mind. "But that's 
just it, isn't it? You've never really cared for anyone else's 
opinion. Just your father's. So in a way, he's the reason you never 
returned . " 

She watched his response carefully, and he was well aware of 
it . 

"Let's not go into the depths of it," Hiccup rubbed his face 
wearily . 

She frowned, and sat in silence for a while, before turning to a new 
subject . 

"So, what super powers do you get?" 

"What?" he blurted, sounding rather surprised. 

"You know, what special powers do you have as a result of this 
'curse'? Surely you don't just have dragon eyes." She watched him 
expectantly . 

He gave a nervous laugh and rubbed the back of his head, running the 
list through his mind. "Oh, well, as you've seen, I'm stronger and a 
lot more agile than I would otherwise have been." 

"Yesa€l" she continued to watch on in anticipation. 

"And I can talk to dragons. I can understand and speak dragonese." He 
tried not to wince as he revealed the more alarming details. 

"You can't be serious!" she cried, her eyes lighting up and a 
boisterous laugh rippling through her body. 

"Yup, " he confirmed, watching her inquisitively. 

"That's kind of creepy," she leered, but curiosity still lit her 
eyes . 

He let out a breathless laugh, "It creeped me out a bit too when I 
first found out." 



She paused briefly, but her enquiring gaze was back on him 
quickly . 

"So do they actually speak to each other, like people?" 

Though the topic was touchy for him, he couldn't help but be relieved 
and somewhat amused by her reactions. 

"Oh yes. They have a whole society, with social statuses and codes of 
conduct and everything." 

"But they're blood hungry monsters!" she spat out, quoting one of her 
life long lessons. 

He shook his head in denial. "Not most of them. Just their 
queen . " 

"They have a queen?" she asked, her voice becoming slightly 
shrill . 

"Yup, and she's a nasty one. Apparently she wants me dead." 

Her mouth opened slightly in question. "Why?" 

He started, suddenly realising exactly how much he was revealing, and 
he quickly halted the conversation, "It's a gory business. I'd rather 
not think of it." 

Astrid huffed, _and things were just getting 
juicy ._ 


When they eventually got back to the cave, Astrid began sating 
various other curiosities that had been lingering in the back of her 
head for a while. She would gesture to random leavers and buttons, 
and ask their use. She didn't always understand the reply, but she 
would always nod before moving onto the next thing. She then began to 
pull out his designs and ask to see the product, if one had been 
made . 

"And this one?" she asked, pulling out a drawing of what looked like 
a dragon wing or fish fin. 

"Oh, ah. That's a prosthetic tailfin design. For a Night Fury." 

Her ice blue eyes went straight to his. 

"Why?" 

His mouth screwed up, and he hopped a bit from foot to foot, looking 
uncomfortable . 

"The Night Fury. He told me something. It stuck in my head." 

She watched him curiously, as he bashfully tried to explain 
himself . 


"When I caught him, I tore off his left tailfin. Hea€ 1 he said that I 



maimed him, so he maimed me. I thought maybe, if I fixed him, he 
would fix me. It was only an idea though, I never went through with 

it . " 

She studied the design, frowning at it, before moving on to the next 
thing . 

"This?" she asked, picking up a compact metal gadget from the work 
bench . 

"Be careful with that ! " 

Her finger brushed over a button, and a blade sprang out, bursting 
into flames. She yelped in shock, and quickly moved it away from her 
face . 

"How?" she asked, looking up at him again, eyes full of 
wonder . 

"Monstrous Nightmare saliva coats the blade. This end here also spews 
out Zippleback gas. Like so." He demonstrated, pressing a button so a 
green gas billowed out of one end of the sword, and then sparked it, 
creating a small explosion. 

"How?" she repeated. 

"Nightmare's drool in their sleep. And Zipplebacks are easy. Two 
heads are not always better than one, " he shrugged nonchalantly, but 
a small smile of pride snuck onto his face. 

Her eyes were drawn away from the sword to watch him. 

"So, you've studied them?" 

"Well, I had to entertain myself somehow, and dragons are really 
interesting, once you get over the whole deadly fire-breathing giant 
thing . " 

"Amazing, " she breathed, taking the sword back and flicking it 
around, mesmerised by the flames. 

Eventually the flame flickered out, so Hiccup took it back. He 
refilled it, and then tucked it into a holder on his suit. 

Having run out of things to talk about, Astrid pulled her axe out 
from its sheath, and headed outside to start swinging it. Hiccup 
remained inside, so she enjoyed the peace and quiet as she heaved the 
axe about, her left hand growing stronger as she did so. 

When she finished her routine, she just sat outside, leaning against 
a rock with her head peering up at the sky. She heard movement near 
the cavern and her head turned to find Hiccup leaning out of the 
sliding door. She gave him a questioning look when she saw he had 
climbed out of his armour and was now just wearing his green tunic 
and dark brown pants. He smiled encouragingly and beckoned her over, 
and with a curious expression on her face she did so. He grabbed her 
arm as she approached, and in a gentlemanly manner led her into the 
cave. She found the fire pit open, and a pot steaming on top. He 
looked over and gestured to the pot. 



"Dinner? " 


She grinned wickedly at him. "You? Cooking? This could be 
interesting . " 

"How else did you think I survived this long?" he questioned. 

She shrugged. "I just assumed you stole all your meals. That's all 
we've eaten so far." 

"You have just never stuck around long enough to have a proper meal, " 
he grinned. He went over to a bench against the wall, and began 
slicing up some leafy herbs 

"You haven't answered my question, you know," he added over his 
shoulder . 

She exhaled and flapped her arms indecisively, rolling her eyes at 
him. Then a mischievous grin lit her face 

"Of course I'll have dinner with you, _fine sir_. " She performed a 
mock curtsy. 

He nodded happily at her, and leant down to pull out the correct 
utensils. He certainly had gained a fine collection. Astrid sat down 
lithely on the ground, and stared around the room, still not used to 
the kerfuffle of cogs, pipes and contraptions all over the 
room 

"Where do you make all this stuff?" she inquired wonderingly. "I 
doubt you have all the right tools here." 

He glanced up at her as he began to ladle what looked like some kind 
of stew from the pot. 

"We'll I have composed quite a collection over time, but whatever I 
can't do here I do in Gobber's forge." 

"Oh, you just borrow it for the day do you?" she drawled, some of his 
sarcasm rubbing off on her. 

"Pretty much. Gobber's pretty set in his ways, and his routine hasn't 
changed much since I left the village. I just sneak in when I know he 
won't be around. I used to be his apprentice you know." 

He sprinkled the green leafy stuff over the top off the steaming stew 
and passed a bowl to her before sitting down nearby. 

"Yeah, I know. You used to sharpen my axe, remember?" She blew the 
steam off a spoonful of stew and cautiously took a sip. He watched 
her face carefully as she rolled it over her tongue. It wasn't 
masterpiece of a dish, but it certainly wasn't bad. 

"Yeah," he gave a funny smile, as if he were reminiscing about 'the 
good old days ' . 

"But surely he would have caught you at some point?" she continued to 
question, her mind not quite comprehending how this system could have 
worked . 



"You'd think so. There were certainly some close calls. If he ever 
got an inkling someone else had been there, no one believed him. 
Everyone thinks Gobber is slightly bonkers, including Gobber." He 
shrugged and began to eat his own meal, being satisfied with Astrid's 
reaction as she continued to eat the food. At least she hadn't turned 
green yet . 

Astrid grinned. The old blacksmith certainly was a bit that way 
inclined. They ate in silence for a while, and Astrid searched her 
mind for something new to talk about, something light hearted. 
Eventually her mind came onto the topic of dragons, and Hiccup's 
supposed knowledge of them. The more she thought about it, the more 
curious she got. 

"So, any juicy gossip you have for me on dragons? You say there's a 
queen? " 

He nodded, his mouth full of food, and began to talk as soon as he 
swallowed . 

"Yeah. I don't know a lot about her, but I hear bits and 
pieces . " 

"Oh?" Her head tilted sideways in question. 

"Mmm. She's rather large, from what I can gather. A lot bigger than 
any of the other dragons. She's quite old and very cranky. She seems 
to have some mental hold over the dragons, she has this strong call 
that just makes you want to do what it says so it will go away." He 
had dropped his spoon, and his hands were flying around wildly as he 
applied hand signals to his story. 

"You sound like you've experienced it yourself," she implied gently, 
leaning forward slightly. 

His eyes flew down to his bowl, and his hands suddenly became busy 
with managing its contents. 

"You have, haven't you?" Her voice remained calm and, by this point, 
she found it almost too much effort to be weirded out by it. 

He nodded almost ashamedly, his eyes downcast. She sighed 
conclusively , and went back to her meal. 

"So, any secret dragon training skills you can give me?" she 
recovered . 

"Haha, " he laughed dryly. "Well, I could let you in on a few things, 
but then I might have to kill you." 

She smirked at him and he shrugged nonchalantly. 

"Come on, just one," she pleaded, her eyes sparkling daringly. She 
continued to stare at him, and he stared shyly back. Eventually he 
caved in. 

"Oh okay, if you insist," he sighed dramatically in defeat. "Hmm, 
what's a fun one?" 


She watched him as he ummed and ahhed for a moment. 



"Ooh!" he burst out. "Dragons hate eels." 


Her eyes flashed to his incredulously. "Eels?" 

"Horrid things, " Hiccup shuddered. 

She laughed as he squirmed, then scooped out the last of the stew 
from the bottom of her bowl. 

"Not bad, kind sir," she complimented as she began to stand up. She 
walked out of the cave and began to clean the bowl in the stream. He 
soon came up beside her to do the same. She looked up to find dusk 
was almost before them, and her eyes flashed over to watch him as he 
casually finished washing the cooking utensils and began putting them 
away. His eyes flickered over to the setting sun, then to her 
watchful gaze. 

"You have to go now, don't you?" she spoke in reluctant 
acceptance . 

He nodded stiffly and began to leave the cavern. 

"Hiccup?" she called after him. He turned to her 
quest ion ingly . 

"We're friends, right?" she asked softly. 

His face grew strained, and he slowly gave a taut nod. 

"Then the secrets hurt, " she responded simply, before he began to 
hurry away, the sinking sun pulling him to some secret 
destination . 

**Their first date! Awww. I decided to post this now because from 
here on in I'm flat out doing fun holiday Easter stuff, and also not 
so fun holiday homework stuff. But it's my birthday tomorrow! On Good 
Eriday. Of course. I nearly had a heart attack when I opened an early 
birthday card and it had Sweet Sixteen written on it . 16! I feel like 
I should still be six. I hate getting older, and I'm still in my 
teens. Ergh. ** 

**Anyway, hope you liked. Thanks so much for all the favs and 
follows, there are so many now! And always, reviews are absolute 
treasures to any author. I'm hoping to wake up tomorrow (on my 
birthday) to find lots of treasures waiting *stares pointedly at 
readers*. Thank you!** 

**Guest Reviews:** 

* *Alphawolfpack : So close! But of course, the name Alice in 
Zombieland came from Alice in Wonderland. You are correct, just not 
quite the answer I was looking for. And no, I haven't read those 
books. I don't really like zombies, but I might have read it just for 
the Alice in Wonderland references. Thanks for reviewing!** 

**Noctus Eury: See what I mean? Look how long that review was. 
Awesome! Top 15? Hmm, I'll have to see if I can work my way upa€ 1 but 
really, I'm chuffed. And I may just take you and your Night Eurian 
Guard up on that. ** 



**Yes I did read and review Scarlette Army's stuff (apparently she's 
called bleedingmaroon now) but I also beta Fae ' s Princess. All us 
good people run in the same circles, you see. And faeries are 
awesome ! * * 

**Doesn't life just ruin everything? Without it we could spend days 
stuck in our rooms writing away to our heart's content. Writing 
fanfiction would be a pretty cool job. I reckon you could do that, 
updating occasionally . You can just float along casually with this 
stuff, it's up to the individual. ** 

**I did look at your Pinterest page briefly, but I'm not on Pinterest 
myself, and they're not very friendly to guests on the site. I'd 
recommend you to my other stuff, but it is non-existent. This is the 
closest thing to social media I own. ** 

**The Hiccup the Useless thing was meant to be very distasteful. That 
was Astrid throwing up her defences because she was so shocked, and 
felt kinda betrayed to. She was terrified of that dude! Haha. Dragon 
Boy to the rescue! *cue super hero theme*. ** 

**The dilemma comes into play next chapter. It was in this chapter, 
but I replaced it with the dinner scene instead. This chapter just 
turned into happy bonding time. I've sorta gone along with what you 
suggest. You'll seea€l** 

**Yup, the emotional wreckage continues too. You won't catch me 
saying ' lol ' very often, and I've only just realised what the XD face 
meant. I thought it was someone dying or going crazy with 
laughter/happiness . Turns out it's a bit simpler than that. It's 
probably due to the not having social media thing. And I hope that 
chapter satisfied your fluff cravings. ** 

**Thank you for all those lovely words, they are very powerful. If I 
was into the whole motivation thing I'd probably print that review 
off and stick it up on my door or something. Or save it as my 
background. Outgoing? Interesting. I guess I come off that way on 
here. I'm a pretty stony and silent in person. My homeroom teacher 
said I had a manner of 'quiet stoicism' on my school report, a 
reputation I'm proud of. And people are constantly asking my mother 
if they've done something to upset me, because I rarely smile and I 
rarely say anything. But when I do, I mean it. Ahhh my cat is 
attacking the keyboard! Errm, what was I saying? Right, quiet 
stoicism. Anyway, I do hope to improve over the years, and in future 
maybe even become a published author. That was the main reason for 
getting this account . I hope to improve my writing, and I think it's 
already working. I know my writing isn't amazing yet, but I hope to 
get better. And I'd love you to help me on that journey. Thank you. 
:D** 


6. Bad Omens 

**Yeah, and we're sorta back on track. Ish. This is my last day of 
freedom before school starts, so things could get a bit interesting. 
Not that they're ever calm. Not much to say about this chapter, other 
than it explores Hiccup and Astrid' s relationship. ** 


** And I've also changed the cover image slightly. I got Photoshop 



for my birthday so I finally got to fix it up. :) Had to drive into 
town and sit at a cafA© for two hours to get enough internet to 
download it though. Hehe, the joys of living on a farm. ** 

** Anyway, have fun!** 

_Chapter 5- Bad Omens_ 

He was back by the time she woke, and she began her usual morning 
routine, then when he eventually woke he did the same. They now 
performed it fluidly, never crashing as they knew the other's routine 
so well. It probably would have made them both wince if they realised 
it. Once they were both breakfasted. Hiccup leapt up and held out his 
arm as he had the morning before. 

"Come! Let's go for another walk." 

She had begun to notice that about him. He had too much energy, could 
never stay still too long. He always had somewhere to be, something 
new to find. She kind of liked that. Usually the men were trying to 
keep up with her. 

There was a spring in his step as he walked beside her, his eyes 
darting happily around to appraise his surroundings. Her head tilted 
up to watch his expression carefully as he walked. It was nothing but 
calm and complacent. Maybe even a bit happy. Something alerted him to 
her staring, and his eyes dipped down to meet hers. She froze for a 
moment, but he smiled at her, and it would have been close to 
impossible for her to not smile back. 

"What are you smiling at?" he asked in a mockingly accusing 
voice . 

Astrid blinked, but decided to go with blatant honesty. "You. What 
are you smiling at?" 

"You," he replied in a quite cheerful voice. 

"Why?" Astrid asked deliberately. 

His face grew a bit more sombre, but his expression was not yet 
clouded . 

"There's no fear. You can look straight into my face, and there is no 
fear, or horror." 

"Why would I be scared of you? Honestly, you're _Hiccup_! " she 
laughed . 

He winced slightly, and she halted mid-laugh, and watched him 
closely . 

"Yeah," he murmured bitterly, "Hiccup the Useless." 

Astrid ground her teeth in annoyance at her own bluntness. They 
trudged along in silence for a bit, while her mind mulled over his 
harsh words. She halted abruptly causing Hiccup to stop and turn 
around to look at her quest ioningly . 

"No," she shook her head gently. 



His eyelids fluttered but he remained defensive. 


"What?" 

"Not useless," she stepped in towards him. "Confused, maybe. 
Misguided, very probably, but not useless. Just look at all the cool 
things you've made!" Her hand gestured back towards the cave. "I 
think some of your inventions could revolutionise the way the village 
works . " 

His face softened, "You really think so?" 

She crossed her arms across her chest and grinned, "Yup." 

A smile grew on his face, and he walked on cheerily. A small smile 
grew on Astrid's own face as she watched him. 

After they had done another circuit of the cove, with Hiccup climbing 
up and over many rock formations and tree roots, they pulled to a 
stop, and Astrid discovered something she hadn't asked about yet. She 
began to circle around his armour, which at some point he had pulled 
back again. 

"What exactly is the point of this? You're not going into battle 
anytime soon, I dare say." 

"It has many uses," he shrugged. 

"What are these?" she pulled at the flaps that stuck out from his 
legs . 

"They're my wings." 

"Wings ? " 

"So I can glide, " he demonstrated with his arms, "makes it easier to 
get around." 

"You are kidding me. You have a fire sword and wings! You have to be 
making the wing thing up." 

"Nope, " he replied, looking somewhat amused. 

"In that case, I demand a demonstration," she smiled wickedly, 
crossing her arms across her chest, not believing he would go through 
with it . 

"Sure. However, there is one slight problem. I need to get high 
enough for them to work." 

"Well, there's a tall cliff right there," Astrid nodded smugly. 

"Not high enough. Unless seriously maiming me was your goal." 

"So what if it was?" 

Hiccup groaned and rolled his eyes, moving on and leaving Astrid to 
catch up with him. He turned his head to study her. 



"When you can get out, maybe I can give you a demonstration. 


She gulped, her own conflict on the topic springing to the forefront 
of her mind. 

"How will that work, when I get out? Am I meant to just leave you 
here? " 

His face tightened, but he kept up the act of cheery 
indifference . 

"Yup. I go on with my business, you go on with yours." 

She frowned, a gesture she had been doing a lot this past week. She 
thought about it, and decided she didn't like that answer so, in true 
Astrid fashion, she retaliated. 

"What business? You just sulk down in this hole, and create a whole 
heap of fancy gadgets that only you will ever use. What kind of life 
is that? Tell me Hiccup, what kind of life?" 

She glared at him, as they walked, hoping beyond hope that there was 
a good, reasonable answer, and they could all go on happily with 
their lives, but she was perfectly aware of reality and its 
injustice. There was no happy resolution. She watched a multitude of 
emotions run across his face, but it was quick to settle on 
sullen . 

"A sad, lonely one, but better than being hated. Better than being 
loathed by your own people, " he replied, eyes flashing warily and his 
walking pace picking up in anxiety. 

She still didn't like that answer, so she continued the attack. Never 
surrender . 

"Why have you condemned yourself to this life? Do you just plan to 
live here until you die?" 

His mouth pulled into a tight, determined line. 

"Maybe . " 

She growled in frustration, turning so she was standing in front of 
him, causing him to draw to a halt. 

"You don't get it, do you? This is all of your own making. You put 
yourself in this situation. _You _are the one who has turned yourself 
into a monster. I don't mean physically, I mean on the inside. Five 
years_,_ Hiccup. _Five years. _That ' s a long time with no friends. No 
one at all . " 

He ducked his head, then looked back up at her. "Five years of 
loneliness. Five years with a cave as a home. Five years hiding from 
my family. But I never had friends. _Never._ I tried. I tried _so 
hard_, but I was disregarded, dismissed as Hiccup the Useless. No one 
ever had the audacity to look at it from my point of view. Oh, my 
father tried. Gobber too. But they just didn't get it. Had ever 
crossed your mind that I prefer it here. I prefer to be alone, with 
my gadgets." 



His unnerving eyes were glaring, and she was taken aback, her face 
quivering in shock and confusion at his outburst. 


"So, you want me to leave, " she said quietly, her face disbelieving 
and her eyes piteous, but on the brink of turning into 
anger . 

Something changed in his expression, a flicker of self-doubt, his 
eyes flashing to hers then away again. He breathed in a deep breath, 
and raised himself to his full height. 

"It is how it is meant to go." 

"But?" 

"But nothing. You leave, I stay here." 

Thoughts flashed across her face, before she stepped into his space 
and grabbed his face in her hands. She held her face right up to his, 
as if leaning in for a kiss. 

"No," she breathed, before turning and striding away. 


He watched her go. She picked her axe up in her good hand, and began 
to casually swing it as she walked. She didn't look back. She never 
did. A sharp breath sliced through his chest, and he gave a sad 
croon. He sank to the ground and put his head in his hands, rubbing 
his thumbs over his brow. She was his past come back to haunt him. 

His childhood crush, back from the dark space in his head where he 
had shoved away his old life. But he couldn't keep her with him, 
there was no way no how. He already had his life planned out, and he 
wasn't going to let her tempt him back to his old home. 

He had dreamed of returning, many times, especially in the early 
years. But every time, reality would seep in, and the welcoming 
smiles in his head would turn into looks of disgust and hatred. So he 
had hid in fear, only for the despising looks to come to him. But 
then things had changed, in the arrival of one crazy, overly 
aggressive but curious girl, and the horrified gasps turned into 
wonder, and lead on to something he was terrified of even 
approaching. The temptation was there. The temptation to start a 
crazy, passionate but painful relationship with the girl of his 
younger self's dreams. 

But this was Astrid. She didn't believe in romantic, and she would 
certainly never let an impossible love kindle in her heart. He had 
studied her long enough to know that. No, she was always cool, calm 
and ready to strike you down without a moment's notice. She was 
terrifying, but beautiful. She would leave this place, as soon as her 
arm healed, and she would never look back. She would never let 
something like him drag her down. She has a mother to look after, and 
a goal to achieve. Maybe even a love interest, he had not dared 
ask . 

But even if he did wish to start a romance, there was no way on 
Midgard Astrid would ever reciprocate. Sure, she had said they were 
friends, but he was sure it was just to get more information out of 
him. He just shook the longing wishes out of his head and placed 



himself back into reality. To linger on the impossible was just 
wasting time he could spend in her company, and though he knew it 
would not last, he felt he should enjoy it while it lasted. He just 
had to stop himself getting too attached, drawn in too deep. _No 
problem_, he sighed to himself, before wandering back in the 
direction Astrid had gone. 


_There was a clatter of wood on wood as a 4 year old Astrid lunged 
forward, her stick meeting the pretend sword of her cousin. She shook 
her fringe out of her eyes, and grinned up at the slightly older 
girl. Her 'sword' slid clumsily down the other girl's weapon, 
accidentally hitting Eira's hand, causing her to give a cry of pain, 
letting go of the stick and shaking her fingers. _ 

_ " Oops! Sorry," Astrid called, her stick hanging from her small 

hands . _ 

_ " Ooh, ow. I'm gonna get you for that!" _ 

_ " You'll have to catch me first!" the small blonde called, quickly 

running behind a nearby hut, a tiny giggle leaving her lips. She 
could hear her cousin pursuing her and her little legs sped up in 
excitement, her stick clumsily dragging along beside her. She ducked 
behind a dragon watch tower, her breath coming in laboured pants and 
her pretend sword held against her chest. She heard her cousin's 
steps approaching, and she couldn't resist peering around the pillar, 
a poor decision. _ 

_ " Found you!" Eira cried. _ 

_Astrid lunged out from her hiding spot, her stick raised in 
challenge. Her cousin grinned wickedly and approached with her own 
'sword' raised. There was another clash of weapons, their branches 
waving around in no particular pattern. Their poles crashed together, 
and they found themselves at a momentary stalemate. Astrid' s eyes 
flashed up to that of her cousin, and with a coy smirk she ducked 
under her arm and flew into a narrow street, planning on finding 
another hiding place to ambush her cousin from. She glanced back and 
felt a wave of confusion when she saw no silhouette in pursuit. Just 
as she began to bring her eyes forward, she crashed into something 
that felt more like a someone. It certainly made an 'oof' noise like 
a someone. _ 

_She wheeled back for a moment before finding her balance and 
straightening. Her eyes flashed up to her attacker, and her stick was 
automatically raised in a defensive position as she half expected it 
to be her cousin. Instead she met the eyes of a small green eyed boy, 

about her age. His eyes grew wide and wary when he saw the raised 

stick, and Astrid quickly lowered it, her mouth rounding slightly in 
question. _ 

_The boy's auburn hair fell into his eyes as he ducked his head, a 

small murmured apology could just be heard from his lips. Astrid was 

about to ask the boy who he was, when a hulking big mass of a man 
came up beside the boy. His hand came down to clap the boy on the 
back and he smiled briefly down at Astrid before he continued to walk 
down the lane. Astrid recognised him as the chief, and her eyes 
followed the man as he walked away. _ 



_ " Come on little Hiccup!" he called behind him as he walked, and 

the boy responded by giving Astrid a small, shy smile and following 
the older man. Her eyes watched them curiously as they rounded the 
corner, before there was a sharp bop on her head. She turned around 
to glare at her cousin, who grinned proudly then poked her tongue out 
and ran away. However, instead of following her, Astrid began to run 
back to her own hut. _ 

_The door of her home swung open dramatically, as she hurried in, and 
she found her mother cleaning the kitchen table. When she saw her 
daughter's arrival, Brenhilda smiled and sat down gently on one of 
the chairs. Astrid ran up to her mother, her hands reaching up to the 
woman . _ 

Mummy, what's a hiccup?" the small girl asked, her sticky hands 

tugging at her mother's breeches as she tried to climb onto her lap. 


_ " Well, it has a couple of meanings Astrid, " the older woman 

began, assisting the blonde girl on her climb. "It can be a type of 
cough we get sometimes, for no particular reason. 

_The young girl screwed up her nose, not thinking that was the right 
definition, so Brenhilda continued. _ 

_ " It can also mean the runt of the litter, a creature smaller than 

everyone else. It's an old tradition to call that being a hiccup." 


_Astrid chewed her lip, mulling that one over. Her mother watched the 
girl as her mind ticked, carefully brushing away the hair that was in 
the girl's eyes. No matter how hard Brenhilda tried, her daughter's 
hair always fell out of her braids and over her face. _ 

_ " I think that might be it, " the girl nodded, getting ready to 

climb off her mother's lap again. _ 

_Her mother shook her head in amusement, and halted the girl. "Why do 
you ask?"_ 

_Astrid looked up into her mother's eyes and smiled. "I met a hiccup 
today. Mummy . 

_Astrid continued to climb off her mother's lap, hanging in mid-air 
briefly before her small feet thumped to the ground as she dropped. 
She then gave a brief smile to her mother before running to the door, 
the flash of light briefly blinding the woman before the door slammed 
shut again, the child running off to find a new adventure. She never 
could stay in one spot for long. _ 

_The woman smiled to herself, musing over the curiosities of 
children, before slowly standing and continuing her daily chores, 
trying to ignore the dramatic shake in her hands as she did so. 


Astrid threw her axe as hard as she could against a tree root, before 
running over to tug it out and throw it again. She was already 



improving with her left hand, and decided that becoming ambidextrous 
in her axe throwing would at least be one thing she had gotten out of 
this misadventure. 


She wondered at her own actions the past few hours, and could not 
come up with a single logical reason for them. Multiple times she 
complimented the young man, pushing and encouraging him to not be the 
monster he claimed to be. It was rather chivalrous of her, she 
thought, and her nosed screwed up at the assumption. She may be brave 
and loyal, but she didn't really believe in chivalry. Every person 
for themselves, and if you're too weak to handle it, so be it. You 
mustn't have deserved it anyway. 

So what _were _her reasons? The axe fell limp in her hands and she 
came to sit on a protruding rock, her eyebrows knitting in thought. 
She weighed thoughts and reasons, beliefs and assumptions, and the 
more she thought about it, the more she came to the one conclusion. 
She liked him. One side of her mouth turned up at the idea, 
recognising the utter silliness of it. He was the escapee heir of 
Berk, had the eyes of a dragon, some serious esteem problems, has 
lived alone for five years and has a multitude of secrets that she 
suspected she didn't even know the half of. He claimed to speak to 
dragons, to be able to fly, could invent and build a sword that 
breathed fire and despite all his hardships could still find a spark 
of fun in the smallest things, witty remarks constantly flying from 
his lips. They rarely failed to make her laugh. 

She sighed and rubbed her face. And even though she didn't know if he 
had taken her seriously, she had just committed herself to him. Her 
remarks weren't made lightly. She was caused to groan out loud as the 
thoughts of what was awaiting her at home came to the front of her 
mind. Maybe she could join Hiccup and hide forever. It wasn't a half 
bad idea. However, there was always her mother to bring her home. She 
remembered the shake of her mother's hand the last morning she saw 
her. The hacking coughs that shook through her ghostly pale body, and 
the thin smile that stubbornly stayed on her face as she patted 
Astrid's hand. Sometimes Astrid would lose the cheery faA§ade in 
front of her mother and her face would grow despairing and her mouth 
would pull into a grim line. Brenhilda never showed any sign of fear 
or sadness. She looked like she was sure things would get better. She 
would always stroke her daughter's face and in her husky voice would 
murmur to her. 

"Maybe tomorrow." 

She was so much stronger than Astrid, and Astrid knew it. However, 
she also knew the display of strength was all for her, and in her 
absence she hated to think of what might have happened. A dark 
feeling of dread began to build in her stomach, before it moved up 
and settled in her fluttering chest. 

She mentally shoved the feeling back down again, and started to swing 
the axe again when Hiccup approached. She gave him a small smile 
before throwing the axe again. His eyes flashed warily for a moment 
before he realised that it was not intended as a threat. He sat down 
on the same rock she had just been seated on and watched her in 
silence. She continued to toss the axe again and again her breath 
starting to become laboured as she did so. She chose to ignore his 
presence until she had finished, and with her face coated in sweat 
and her breath coming out in pants, she slumped down next to the 



silent man. 


They continued to not speak to each other as Astrid recovered, 
stretching out various limbs and joints as she did so. However, as 
the silence continued, the dread crept back up into her chest and her 
face grew darker. The feeling began to take hold of her mind, and 
with a small look of alarm flashed at Hiccup, she quickly stood up 
and strode away. 

He stared after, and after some deliberating, decided to follow 
after . 

He found her in a rather awkward disposition. She was sitting around 
the corner of the entrance to Hiccup's cave, and when he approached 
she hastily wiped away her stony expression. He frowned and quickly 
crouched beside her, giving her a questioning look. She just composed 
her features and gave him a welcoming smile. He paused, deciding 
whether to play along or not. He decided against it. 

"Why the long face?" he asked, in a nonchalant manner. 

She rolled her eyes at him. "It's nothing." 

"Aww, and I thought we were friends." He felt his heart warm as a 
genuine smile lit her face. 

"Yeah, friends." 

"That's right. Now, what has you down old chum?" He gave her a 
friendly whack on the shoulder. 

She chuckled, then let the seriousness wash back over her 
features . 

"There's something wrong." 

His cheery faA§ade faded from his face, and he looked expectantly 
into her eyes, preparing himself for the worst. 

"Yeah? I figured that." 

Her eyes flickered to his, in a '_you're not helping' _manner. 

"I told you about my mother, and my thoughts have always been with 
her, but I feel like something has changed. Like something bad has 
happened to her, " she paused, looking up at him, before contradict ing 
herself. "Oh, I'm being stupid. How could that be possible?" 

As she spoke. Hiccup could not help the feeling of relief that came 
when he found that, for once, he was not the source of the conflict. 
However, the seriousness of what she was saying to him began to dawn 
on him. 

"No, no. It's not silly." He gestured to his chest. "In here, do you 
feel it here?" 

She nodded, a questioning expression written on her features. 

"I know exactly what you mean. Don't take it lightly." 



"You mean to say there actually is something wrong with my 
mother? " 

He nodded solemnly. She breathed in a sharp breath, trying to keep 
composure. Only her mother had ever seen her cry, and even she had 
not seen Astrid's tears for many years. 

"But I'm stuck," she spoke exasperatedly . 

He sat back, crossing his legs, a contemplative gaze etching into his 
face. She looked into her lap and plucked helplessly at the strands 
of grass she sat upon. They sat like that for a while, before Hiccup 
eventually spoke again, coming to a decision. 

"Therea€l there may be a way." 

Her eyes shot up to his, and he had her complete attention. 

"What happened last night, there was a reason for that. And for my 
other nightly disappearances." 

She remained silent, but focused on him. He took in a shaky breath, 
girding himself. 

"Every night, as the sun sets, I become the beast echoed in my eyes. 

I become a Night Fury." 

She stared at him with flickering eyes, before bursting into 
laughter . 

"You have to be kidding me!" she cried. 

He continued to stare at her with his uncanny eyes, and slowly she 
became aware of his graveness. 

"You, you actually mean that?" 

He nodded gently, and her lips parted in silent shock. She leapt up, 
and his stomach filled with dread. She paced back and forth for a 
minute, her hands clutched to her head, and her fingers raked through 
her hair. Eventually she stopped and let out a big breath. 

"Okay," she nodded, looking straight into his eyes. Those eyes 
betrayed shock, and he pulled himself up. 

"Wait, so you're okay with it?" he said disbelievingly . 

"No, not in the slightest. But I need to get out of here, as fast as 
possible. If that is the only way out, so be it." 

He stared openly at her, first with shock, then with something that 
looked a bit like pride, not in himself, but in her. Eventually he 
fell back into his own natural manner. 

"I didn't know you were that desperate to be rid of my company." 

She just gave a weak smile and shrugged, but then one of her classic 
deadly looks spread across her face. 

"If you're pulling my leg, I'm going to have to kill you." 



**Ahh, the second big reveal. :) None of these 'flashback' scenes 
exist when I plan these things, but they keep popping up in my 
chapters. Some of them are just an insight on my head cannon, others 
are there to add background to the story, but mostly they are there 
because they are so much fun to write. They're kinda like mini 
one-shots hidden in a longer story. Anyway, thanks to my lovely 
reviewers, as well as those who favourite and follow. As always, it 
is appreciated. ** 

**Guest reviews:** 

**Noctus Fury: Nooo, of course she isn't hiding anything (note 
sarcasm) . You know how there's those words you can never get right? 
Peace and piece are one of those for me. I know exactly which one is 
which without pausing to think, but I still write/type them the wrong 
way round. I usually catch them, but obviously not this time. There 
were a lot of last minute changes so it's probably something to do 
with that . * * 

** "****The secrets hurt" bit is just her way of saying that she 
keeps feeling they might finally be bonding, and then he goes 
something mysterious and confusing. They don't actually hurt, they're 
just bewildering. ** 

**I think my hesitation about getting Pinterest is the same about you 
getting a Fanfiction account . I fear I'd just spend hours staring at 
fan art. Well, until my internet stopped working which doesn't take 
long. ** 

**Okay, so betrayed might be a bit of a strong word, but she was so 
scared of this person and then it turned out to be someone she knew 
and may or may not have been somewhat friendly with him in the past. 
Not super close, but they know each other fairly well, as they would 
have grown up fairly close to each other. ** 

**I think I just talk (write) too much here because I have no one to 
interrupt me. I'm fairly talkative if I'm one on one with someone, I 
just find group conversations tiring so I just listen and only speak 
when addressed to. My close friends and family know me as the loud 
crazy person that shows up on here. ** 

**Peeta and Hiccup qualities? Nice. And I like Golden Retrievers. I 
love history, but more ancient and medieval stuff. You know, kings, 
knights, swords, horses, codes of chivalry etc. My ancestors came to 
Australia as third fleet convicts, so we've been here a while. A lot 
of my ancestry is Scottish, but there will be heaps of other things 
thrown in there. I love talking to people with other nationalities on 
this site (which is most people) , I have so much fun comparing 
countries. And thanks for providing that information. It's nice to 
know a bit about the person you're talking to. ** 

**And my cat is just jealous of my laptop. He was trying to climb 

into my lap, but the laptop was stealing his spot, so he made a point 
of walking all over it. ****He gets jealous easily. I have bite marks 

in my books, he's tried eating my phone and iPod and he's sat on my 
Kindle. He pretty much has a grudge with anything that takes my 
attention off him. And I better stop that train of thought, I could 
go one forever about my cat. I wuv that little fluffy ball of 
attitude. ** 



**I could definitely find a way to print a review if I wanted to, but 
who can be bothered doing that? :) ** 

**Usually the best way for me to get the ideas out of my head is to 
write them all out in dot point in a notebook, or you can just post 
the occasional one-shot to get the idea out of your head. One-shots 
don't take long and don't require any later commitment. Today I 
scribbled out four pages on this one fanfic idea I had, and I'm 
thinking I might go through with it later. I only like to do one 
thing at a time. ** 

**Well, I do put you're review responses right down the bottom so it 
interferes as little as possible. I often find guys easier to talk to 
too. All of my close friends are girls, but in my wider friendship 
circle I tend to lean towards the guys. I just get sick of all the 
gossip and bitching. And you're reviews are certainly entertaining, 
and I actually have to pause and read them unlike most of them. And 
thank you. Again. :D ** 

**Sheila! Oh gods, hehehe . I think I've been called sheila twice in 
my life, and they were both by men who would be over 80 by now. 

Incidentally, they were both show jumping instructors as well. Huh. 

* * 


7 . The Return 

** Astrid and Hiccup were still in the same spot they had been when 
Hiccup had made his great reveal. However, they now sat cross legged 
on the ground, Astrid staring up at the sky with an utterly blank 
expression on her face, while Hiccup dissected his I79****th**** 
blade of grass, a look of complete boredom blatant on his face. 
Eventually Astrid spoke.** 

** "You know, I have the vague feeling something exciting was meant 
to happen . " * * 

** Hiccup threw down the blade of glass and sighed. "Yeah, but the 
author is being held prisoner by 'High School'."** 

** "Who's 'High School'?"** 

** "No idea, but he sounds nasty."** 

** "Huh. What do we do now?" ** 

**_Elsewherea€ !_** 

** In an average looking room sits a massive pile of papers, dusty in 
appearance. Suddenly, a muffled groan can be heard from underneath 
the large pile. The papers begin to shift, cascading down from the 
top of the pile like an avalanche. Soon, a hand emerges from the pile 
clutching some papers with barely eligible script upon it. The papers 
continue to fall to reveal a tired looking author, hair spilling out 
of a hastily tied bun in all directions and eyes drooping, framed 
with dark shadows. ** 

** She starts briefly, wearily mumbling, "Chapter, " then collapses 

forwards, beginning to snore.** 



** Ha, yeah. So that explains that. Here's that actual chapter. This 
chapter isn't polished as I'd like, but I was determined to post this 
tonight. Thank you for all your reviews, favs and follows!** 

_** Chapter 6 a€" The Return* *_ 

_ His first word was "Why?". His first sentence was "Why not?". This 
was the epitome for his entire life's events. Everything was new, 
everything was fascinating. He saw each thing with fresh eyes, and no 
Viking view would change that. He always kept Stoick on his feet. One 
minute he would be hunting in the woods for boggarts, the next he 
would almost wander off a cliff. Despite his father's tough exterior 
and his constant complaining about his son's endeavours, he was 
always there to catch the boy. Hiccup was reading before he knew how 
to read. He was told books were where you learnt things, so off he 
went. He would stare at a book for hours, then always wonder 
afterwards what exactly he had learnt, for he felt none the wiser. 
Maybe the answer would be in the next book. _ 

_As a child, he was terrified of dragons. When his mother gave him a 
dragon doll, he made every effort to be rid of it. His mother was 
gone now, but the dragons remained. His mother being taken only 
increased the fear. Despite Hiccup's size, there was always hope for 
the boy. He was the son and heir of Stoick the Vast after all, and 
Valka's family were well respected in Viking society as well. _ 

_ But then they handed him a dagger and threw him at Terrible Terror, 
at the age of four. The men cheered, but the boy cried, and ran back 
to hide between his father's legs. The cheers turned into jeers that 
Stoick had been too soft on the boy, and he better toughen up if he 
wished a strong heir. _ 

_ Stoick tried, but the boy wreaked havoc wherever he went. He would 
send him out into the woods to fetch some herbs for Gothi, and would 
eventually find Hiccup strung up in a dragon trap. He would give the 
boy a sword, and he would carve drawing into the ground with it, 
dulling the blade. He tried wrestling, archery, axe throwing, 
sailing, nothing would work. Until he gave the boy to Gobber one 
evening to baby sit. He came back from sorting out a fight between 
two drunk men from the lower half of the village, to find Gobber 
working in the forge, and the boy working right alongside him. _ 

_ Initially, Stoick acted with alarm. Hiccup and fire did not mix. 
However, Stoick watched the boy work, a spark in his eye, his petite 
hands busy with his small task. Stoick took him home but, by the next 

morning. Hiccup was back in the forge before he had finished his 

breakfast. This was not a job for a chief, but Stoick was just glad 
Hiccup had found a niche within the Viking society, even if it was 
not where he was meant to be._ 

_ However, the years went on and Hiccup did not change. Not in the 
right ways anyway. Despite being the blacksmith's apprentice he grew 
into a scrawny boy, and a gangly adolescent. Stoick continued to try 
and find the Viking warrior that _had _to be within the boy 
somewhere, but failed miserably. The boy's flare for trouble was 
never lost, and eventually the chief had to give up, for the boy 

found a way to almost kill himself nearly every day, without fail. 

Instead, he just tried to minimise the damage. _ 



_ Yet he always seemed to find himself in the middle of it, and 
Stoick feared this is how he met his final end. Every time he thought 
of that stupid, useless, good-for-nothing boy, he had to hold back 
tears. He could only imagine his son met a horrible end. He must have 
been scared. So scared. _ 


He was so scared. Astrid could see it in the way he stood stiffly, 
his pupils narrowed to almost invisible slits. His lips were tight, 
and his hands fiddled at his sides. The ends of his red-brown hair 
were tinted with gold as the sun began to set. She herself was 
incredibly nervous, but she didn't let it show. She just leant 
against the side of a cliff, and watched Hiccup. 

He kept throwing glances back at her, taking in what may be his last 
ever glance of her. She was as beautiful as ever. 

"Does it hurt?" she asked gently. 

_Yes, Hel yes, _he thought. _You've become my only friend, and I'm 
about to lose you. _ 

"It's more of an itch than a pain. It slowly builds, as the sun sets, 
and when I finally change it's like you've just dived into a cool 
pool. Relieving, refreshing." 

"Oh, okay," she said awkwardly. 

The sky started to turn from pink to purple. 

"It's almost here," he told her shakily. 

She nodded, and stood up straight. 

"You remain you, on the inside?" 

"Yes . " 

She just gave another silent nod. 

He squeezed his eyes shut in pain, then snapped them open 
again . 

"You'll come back?" he asked, already feeling frustration at himself 
for giving in to his emotions. 

She paused, her eyes rolling upwards as she thought. 

"Three days. If I'm not back in three days, I'm dead," she smiled 
uneasily, trying to stay light hearted. 

"Okay, three days. You promise?" 

"Promise . " 

He nodded tightly, then doubled over on himself. "Please, don't 
watch . " 


She turned around to face away from him, but couldn't help peaking. 



It looked horrible, painful. His clothes morphed to become scales, 
and his limbs mutated and lengthened. His body stretched out and a 
tail began to form. She turned back to the wall. Not long after she 
heard a gurgle from behind her. She turned completely around and 
found herself face to face with a Night Fury. Her hand flexed, 
itching to grab at her axe, but she refrained. 

"Hiccup? " 

The dragon moaned, and gave her doleful eyes, before shifting back 
onto his hindquarters. Its tongue shot out to wet its lips, then back 
again. She gave a nervous giggle. Who knew Night Furies could be 
cute? She slowly approached him, and he dropped back down to all 
fours. She hesitated, then slowly reached out her hand, turning her 
head away. Gently, the dragon pressed his muzzle into her palm, and 
she breathed a sigh of relief. 

The dragon sneezed and shook its head. He turned around and exposed 
his back to the Viking girl. There was a small hesitation, then she 
heaved herself onto his back and hugged him tightly with her 
legs . 

"Okay," she breathed. "Let's go." 

She felt his muscles coil up underneath her, then he shot upwards. 

She gave a small shout of alarm and wrapped her arms around his thick 
neck as she was thrown backwards. She winced as they narrowly missed 
the edge of the cove, but then Hiccup began to even out. She slowly 
sat back up, and gazed around in wonder. Far in the distance, she 
could see the village begin to light up as the darkness settled. The 
air was cold, but she did not notice, and she did not care. 

The dragon began to turn towards the lights, but Astrid pressed her 
hand to his neck. 

"No, show me your world. Please, just one flight." 

The dragon hummed, and began to take her for a tour around the 
island, from the sky. All worry had left her being, and thoughts of 
her mother had momentarily relieved her. Slowly she stretched her 
hands up, and waved them in the cloud just above her head. The mist 
felt soft and refreshing against her hands, and she smiled in 
delight. Hiccup's eye peered around to look at her, a strange 
dragonesque grin on his face. She smiled back at him. 

"This is amazing, " she exhaled. She placed her hand on his neck 
again. "You're amazing." 

Hiccup cooed in delight, before turning back and spotting the village 
just ahead. Reality rushed back to the pair, and they both felt dread 
begin to settle in their stomachs. Hiccup lowered them down, and 
landed in a clearing on the edge of the forest. She slid off him, and 
landed lightly on her feet. She came around to his front, and held 
his giant head in her hands. 

"Three days, " she whispered. The dragon crooned and she gave him a 
soft kiss on his nose. Then she slipped away into the edge of the 
forest, then into the village. Hiccup gazed after her, then turned 
around, and began the short flight back. 



She snuck through the village, having to dive behind a hut multiple 
times as someone walked past. She didn't wish to waste any time in 
getting to her house, and explaining her absence could take some 
time. Eventually she came to her house. A light was flickering in the 
lower living space, and she could see candlelight coming from her 
mother's bedroom. That had to be a good sign, right? 

She pushed the door open and dived up the stairs. She flew into her 
mother's room and straight away knelt at the bed. She was so pale. 
Astrid tried to hold in a gasp as she saw her mother's condition. Her 
face was even sicklier than usual, her cheek bones sharper than her 
nose. Her mother roused slightly from her sleep, but upon seeing her 
daughter's face, came to full conscience. 

"Astrid," she rasped. "Oh, my dear girl." 

Astrid reached for her mother's hand, and her mother took it into her 
grasp, holding Astrid' s hand in one palm, and patting it with the 
other . 

"It's okay Mum. I'm here, I'm fine." 

Her mother nodded, and her eyes began to droop, her patting hand 
slowing to a halt. Eventually a light wheezing breath could be heard 
as she began to sleep once more. It was only then did Astrid notice 
the snoring. She peered up to find Stoick himself asleep in the chair 
placed in the corner of the room. 

In her mind, she imagined waking the man, and telling him she had 
found his son. She had spent the last week and a half with him, and 
came home on his back as he glided through the clouds. But she knew 
that could never happen. They would take her to Gothi straight away 
and treat her for shock. So instead, she rested her head on the bed 
and continued to hold her mother's hand. Eventually, even though the 
positon was an uncomfortable one, she fell asleep as 
well . 


Stoick found her in the same position as morning arose. The light had 
only just appeared on the horizon, and the Viking community was only 
just beginning to rouse. He gently shook the dreams from his head and 
wiped the sleep from his eyes, straightening his back and wincing as 
his aged joints crackled and popped. His eyes then fell on the 
sleeping blonde, and his eyes widened. He studied the girl, to find 
that though her clothes were a bit worn, and her skin was a bit 
dirtier than usual, she didn't look too worse for wear. He noticed 

her outstretched hand that was loosely placed on top of her mother's, 

and saw a slightly dirtied bandage wrapped around her wrist. He 
frowned. His mind could not quite connect the knowledge of her 
disappearance, and the sight of her reappearance. Instead he stood up 
and stretched, almost grazing his knuckles on the roof. He picked up 

the sleeping girl and carried her to her bed. 

The girl's room was simply furnished, and contained little 
information about the person who inhabited it. He gazed around, and 
couldn't help but think of how different it was from his son's room. 
Hiccup's room was always messy, with his belongings and contraptions 



all over the bench, and books spread open on every flat surface. 
Designs would be pinned to the walls and spread over the floor, and 
wherever you were in the room, you could always find a pencil and 
paper to write upon. Whenever Stoick entered the room, which was not 
often, he would always knock something over, or step on something 
important to his son. He had broken many pencils and accidentally 
' deconstructed ' many of the boy's contraptions. Eventually he just 
gave up, as he often did when it came to his son. 

In contrast, Astrid's room looked like that of a soldier's. Neat, 
with her collection of weapons and their accessories on one side of 
the room, and small desk and chair on the other. The desk contained 
no books, and no paper. Just a small sewing kit and her weapon 
cleaning tools. Any clothing visible was neatly folded, and her bed 
was tightly made. He rested the young woman on top of the tightly 
pulled blanket, before turning away from the room. 

He peered into Brenhilda's room one more time, and shook his head 
sadly. He didn't believe the woman had long left. Stoick had always 
been fond of Astrid. She was the image of what his son should have 
been like. She was strong and fierce. An amazing warrior and a strong 
spirit. Nothing had ever kept her down for long. When she disappeared 
he was the first to notice. He had been the one to break the news to 
her mother, and had been the main person that looked after Brenhilda 
in her stead. 

Since Hiccup's disappearance, Astrid had become the closest thing he 
had to a child. He wished he could make her the next heir, but 
Snotlout's claim to the chieftainship was strong and just. He could 
not bring himself to make such chaos of the system by making a 
seemingly random girl the next chief. All he could hope for was a 
marriage between Snotlout and Astrid, but he knew Astrid would have 
nothing of it, and her decision was law unless you did not mind 
missing a few toes. 

He went back to his own, empty, house. Long gone were the days of 
cluttering from Hiccup's room. Nowadays, he could only sigh and get 
on with his job. How could one man's home go from housing three to 
housing one over such a seemingly short amount of time? He prepared 
himself for the day ahead, and made a note to himself to find out 
about Astrid's story as soon as he had a spare 
moment . 


Astrid woke in a state of alarm, not quite comprehending where she 
was. She had already become used to sleeping on the floor, and a bed 
seemed strange. She breathed a sigh of relief to find herself in her 
own room but, as her thoughts caught up with her, the alarm began to 
creep back. 

She stood herself up and went through her normal morning routine, 
which didn't feel so normal anymore. Once she had freshened herself 
up, she glided into her mother's room. Her face tightened to find 
that her mother looked even worse than the night before, though part 
of that may be attributed to the harshness of daylight. Astrid sat 
silently at her mother's side for a while, before eventually going 
down for breakfast. She didn't expect to find much, as she was the 
one who supplied all the food, but instead she was surprised to find 
two thirds of a loaf of bread, and some grain for porridge. She 



smiled and whispered her thanks to Stoick. She was even more 
surprised to see some freshly picked berries laid on the table, with 
a quickly scrawled note. 

_Sorry I couldn't be here to greet you this morning, being a chief is 
busy work. Hope you wake to find your mother well, and enjoy the 
food . 

>Stoick<em> 

She smiled wistfully and threw the note into the dying coals. They 
flared up briefly, before flittering back into glowing embers. She 
cut herself a thick slab of bread and shoved some berries into her 
mouth. She then stoked up the fire and made some porridge for her 
mother, sprinkling some berries on top. Her mother didn't eat much 
nowadays, but that didn't stop Astrid from preparing an 
optimistically sized meal. She also filled a mug with water, and 
picked at whatever herbs and remedies were left since her 
disappearance. She carefully walked up the stairs, balancing the 
breakfast precariously with one dodgy wrist. 

The door creaked as she walked in, and her mother slowly came to. She 
smiled down at the pasty woman and sat the breakfast on the bed side 
table . 

"Look what Stoick gave us, " she grinned cheerfully, pushing away the 
negative thoughts in her head. Brenhilda tried pushing herself up, 
and got half way before Astrid had to catch her and help her up. As 
her daughter propped her up, Brenhilda stared at the bowl of porridge 
with apprehension. 

"The berries look nice dear," she said in hushed tones. "Why don't 
you have them?" 

"I've had what I want," Astrid replied, bringing the chair over to 
the bedside. "Here." 

She picked up a spoonful and offered it to her mother. Brenhilda 
grimaced, but hesitantly opened her mouth. Astrid smiled as her 
mother took the mouthful, but her stomach dropped as her mother's 
face contorted into a look of disgust and she painfully swallowed. 
Optimistically, Astrid drew up another spoonful, but Brenhilda 
screwed up her nose and shook her head. Astrid frowned and helped 
herself to a small spoonful, but nothing was wrong with the 
food . 

"Mum, please, you have to eat. When is the last time you 
ate?" 


"Don't worry yourself Astrid." 

"Mum," Astrid interrupted sharply. 

Brenhilda sighed. "Yesterday morning." 

"Are you sure?" Astrid spoke suspiciously. 

Her mother nodded solemnly. 

"Is there anything you feel like? Fruit? Bread? Meat? Cake? I don't 
know. Anything?" 



Brenhilda shook her head. 


"It's too hard to even speak anymore, isn't it?" Astrid's voice 
dropped . 

Her mother opened her mouth to object, but couldn't quite find a 
sentence short enough that she could say, so she fell back into 
silence . 

"Oh, Mum," Astrid gulped, her eyes watering. Brenhilda just began to 
pat Astrid's hand, smiling weakly. 

She offered her mother water, and Brenhilda took a few sips, before 
turning that away as well. Astrid stayed at the bedside for a while, 
talking aimlessly until her mother fell into a restless slumber. She 
then picked up the bowl and mug, and took it back down to the 
kitchen. She then sat down at the kitchen table, and put her hands in 
her hair at the side of her head, her elbows on the table. _Don't 
cry. Don't cry. No one's dead, there's no need to cry._ 

** Yup, so sorry about that massive pause. Unfortunately I doubt it 
will get a lot better any time soon. Exams are in two weeks and then 
a couple of weeks after that I go to Papua New Guinea, then I have a 
Tetrathlon camp after that. So, a little busy. I might get a little 
time in between in which I'll try to pop a few chapters in, but we'll 
see. And can I just say I was doing this on the bus to and from 
school, at 7am this morning on the way to a horse trials and any 
other small opportunity I had to get this done. I have just come back 
from that comp and am dead tired but I'm still posting. Gee, being 
sixteen is hard work. Oh, and I won section and came second in the 
overall for my grade, by the way. :) And then my computer froze the 
first time I went to post this, so I had to start again. Urgh. ** 

** Guest Reviews:** 

** Bigfan: Hi there! Sorry for taking so long to reply, hehe . I 
prefer this story too. Definitely more my style. FMSS was just me 
playing with various styles to get an idea of what I wanted to do on 
this site, which is why it's a bit all over the place. It was fun 
though. And thank you very much, I hope you like what is to come. I 
have only read the first two books. You see, I'm reading Great 
Expectations at the moment and I'm trying to bribe myself to finish 
it with the rest of the series. But I will be excited about the last 
book when I get that far. Until last year I lived on a big farm in 
the middle of nowhere (stereotypical Australian country) and we had 
Merino sheep, grew rice, wheat and barley. We still own that farm but 
I now live on a hobby farm with just horses closer to a major town so 
I have better schooling. It was that or boarding school. Thanks for 
asking ! : ) * * 

** Noctus Fury: Wow, long time, no see. ; ) Well now I feel super 
special. You are very good at putting a massive (insane looking) grin 
on my face. Oh, my cat is super cool. He hasn't quite got the whole 
being a cat thing down pat yet. He's incredibly inelegant and is a 
horrible hider and climber. He's a crack up. Once he pulled out my 
earring while I was sleeping because he was using my jaw/ear as a 
pillow and it got in the way. No one was injured in the process. 
Plenty more flashback scenes coming up. I love writing them. ** 



* * 


Yes, if only. I personally cannot wait for Toothless to enter the 
scene . : ) * * 

** I'm sure Astrid was thinking that between HOLY &# $ HE TURNS INTO 
A DRAGON ! * * 

** Sorry, I didn't update soon but I hope you enjoyed it anyway. As 
always, great chatting with you! ** 


8 . Departures 

**And hello my dears! Over 100 followers, very nice. Thank you all. 
Please let the trend continue. This is sort of on time-ish. It would 
be more on time, but my computer decided to throw a hissy fit and not 
connect to any form of wi-fi. But here I am! (Computer not fixed 
though) . ** 

**Anyway, with all the computer troubles I've spent less time editing 
this than I would like, so I hope it is still up to standard. Hope 
you enjoy, and I hope there isn't a massive wait until my next 
update . : ) * * 

_Chapter 7 -Departures_ 

There was a knock at the door and Stoick came in, followed by 
Snotlout. Astrid raised her head and glared at the dark haired boy. 
Stoick winced and mouthed an apology to her. She nodded slightly, 
shrugging her shoulders at an attempt at nonchalance. 

"My burning sun, I'm so glad to see you returned safely," Snotlout 
practically sang. Astrid continued to glare. Stoick cleared his 
throat . 

"Uh, Snotlout thought he'd tag along with me for the day. His mum's 
doing some spring cleaning." 

The implied message was understood by only one of the young 
adults . 

"You know mothers, they hate you around the house when they're 
cleaning," Snotlout shrugged, and Astrid' s eyes dropped to the floor. 
It had been so long since her mother could do the cleaning. Not that 
Snotlout noticed, but Stoick did. He placed an oversized hand on the 
saddened girl, and they continued to watch Snotlout parade around the 
kitchen for a bit, telling tales of his adventures over the past 
week. Eventually Stoick decided that Snotlout 's pride had been sated, 
and he got down to business. 

"So, would you like to explain what happened over the past week or 
so? We've been worried." 

Astrid was prepared, and she began to weave her tale. 

"I was out hunting, and I took a slightly longer route than normal," 
her eyes flashed up to the two men, and they both watched silently. 

"I went to shoot down a bird at the edge of a cove, but the platform 
caved in, and I fell into the cove. The only way out was to climb, 
but I broke my wrist." Astrid held up her freshly bandaged 
wrist . 



"Let me look at that babe, " Snotlout began, but Astrid hushed him 
with a stare. 

"I was stuck down there for a while, with no way out. I had most of 
what I had collected with me that day, so I survived pretty well. 
Eventually my wrist healed enough that I could crawl out." 

Stoick frowned as he evaluated the story. Eventually he nodded, and 
Astrid let out a held breath. Stoick picked himself up from the 
table, preparing to leave, making sure Snotlout came with him. But as 
he was saying his goodbyes, a great hacking cough could be heard from 
upstairs. Astrid' s face went pale, and Stoick 's eyes flew upwards to 
the roof. Astrid quickly ran up the stairs, and the two men quickly 
followed suit. 

She found her mother writhing about in the bed, heaving horrible, 
racking coughs. Astrid winced and fell to the bedside. She helped her 
mother up to find Brenhilda was shaking terribly. She coughed again, 
and a bit of blood dribbled from her mouth. Astrid grabbed a cloth 
from the table, and began to clean her up. Stoick turned to 
Snotlout . 

"Get Gothi . " 

The ashen boy nodded and fled from the room. Astrid talked softly to 
the older woman, stroking her head softly. Stoick sat behind Astrid 
and placed his hand on her shoulder, comforting the girl who was 
comforting the woman. But none of the three could be 
comforted . 


Astrid' s world flew into chaos. People came, and people went, but all 
she could focus on was her fading mother. Stoick and some of 
Brenhilda 's old friends tried to pull Astrid away from the woman many 
times, but were only shrugged off. That was the closest they ever got 
to a reaction from the girl. As her mother faded, her house seemed to 
feel less and less like home. Eood was shoved under her nose, but she 
didn't even show acknowledgment. Just stared, empty. 

Dusk began to settle, and Astrid' s mother continued to fight the 
downhill battle. She spent most of her time unconscious, but 
occasionally woke to pat Astrid' s hand while she retched horrible, 
echoing coughs. Eventually the crowds began to dissipate to return to 
their own families and, while that happened, the chief entered. He 
had previously left to do other work around the village, and would 
only drop in occasionally to check on Brenhilda 's process. There was 
little anyone could do. Gothi could only shrug and hand over some 
dried leaves that were meant to work as painkillers. They were not 
enough . 

Stoick strode into the room, filling half of it. He put his hand on 
Astrid' s shoulder, but she continued to stare at the frail, sleeping 
woman. He sighed, and pulled up a chair that had been carried from 
the kitchen earlier that day. They sat and stared for a while, but 
eventually Astrid broke the silence, speaking her first words for 
most of the day. 


"How do you cope? How do you cope with losing them?" 



The older man exhaled heavily and fingered his beard. "You don't. Not 
really. You just cling onto what you do have, and convince yourself 
that it is enough." 

"Is it? Enough?" Astrid's voice was flat, unfeeling. 

"Never . " 

There was another long pause as they both fell into their own 
thoughts, sitting in the flickering candle light, the sun's light 
finally fading. 

"It's my fault, isn't it?" Astrid spoke up, her voice still dull. 

"I don't know what you are talking about," Stoick lied. 

"Yes you do. It the stress of my absence that got her, wasn't 
it?" 


Stoick turned away, then looked back at the blond. "No. It's not your 
fault. You didn't choose to leave her. It will never be your 
fault . " 

"I should have tried harder, I should have fought the pain and kept 
on going. I shoulda€ 1 I should havea€ 1 " Astrid's breaths came in 
sharp gasps and she squeezed her eyes shut. 

"You _should have _done nothing of the sort. You're here, healthy and 
alive. That's the best gift your mother can have. She can go 
peacefully, knowing you are safe. I will never have that privilege, 
and it will pain me even after my passing." 

Astrid finally turned to the older man, finally looked at 
him. 

"Hiccupa€ 1 " 

"Hiccup was a pain in the backside, but he was the best thing I ever 
had. " 

Astrid turned away to hide her wince. If only she could tell him. 

What would she tell him? Eventually she just gently shook her head, 
and rested it in her hand with her elbows on her knees. Stoick leaned 
back in his chair, and rumbling snores began to fill the empty 
household, the only noise. 


Things continued in such a manner. Astrid could not help dozing off, 
but she would constantly jump awake from nightmares, and scold 
herself for ever falling asleep. Stoick left at midnight but found no 
joy in returning to his own house, it held its own ghosts. When 
morning came, life began once more. Eor most people, it was a normal 
day, but there was a small part of the community that left their 
houses with solemn faces, and entered another's with an even sadder 
one . 


Brenhilda died around midday. Many of Brenhilda's friends cried, but 
her daughter's face stayed dry. However, it was also blank, with 



empty eyes. She was embraced many times, and given many gifts, mostly 
in the form of food, as was Viking tradition. Many felt sorry for the 
girl, but she was old enough to take care of herself now and it was 
expected she would soon get herself a husband, something she should 
find easy. Astrid was so occupied with her own grief she never 
noticed any of this talk, even when it was directed towards her. Some 
men came, and took her mother's empty shell away, and the funeral 
would be tomorrow. It would be a small affair, Brenhilda had not been 
a big part of the Viking community for a long time, being too sick to 
leave the house. Stoick offered to make it a bigger affair, but 
Astrid just shook her head. It was better to just have the people who 
actually cared. 

That night, the house was empty. Stoick had insisted on staying, but 
Astrid told him to leave. When he refused, she began throwing pots at 
him until he jumped out the door for cover. Astrid then curled up on 
her own bed, and was racked with dry sobs. No tears came, no matter 
how hard she tried. She felt maybe if she shed some tears, she would 
also shed some of the dead weight within her. The only thing that 
supported this theory was that she felt as heavy as ever, and she was 
yet to let loose a single tear. 

She didn't really sleep, just drifted in and out of nightmares and 
horrid visions. By the next morning, her eyes were framed by great 
dark shadows, and her hair was ragged and frazzled. She tried to tame 
it, and got it into a messy braid. She didn't care much, but her old 
essence of always appearing unfazed in public lingered. She cooked 
herself a ball of porridge, and stared at it for a while, before 
walking out of the house. She wandered aimlessly, and found herself 
standing in the clearing where Hiccup had left her. She wrapped her 
arms around herself and peered around. She was meant to go see him 
tomorrow. She scoffed bitterly at her fanciful thinking and left the 
clearing, striding back through the village. People called to her and 
gave her their sympathies. She ignored them, a look of determination 
on her face. She trod down to the Kill Ring. She picked up a random 
training axe, and tossed it at a barrel target. She ran and pulled it 
out of the target, and threw it at another one. She continued doing 
so, shouting and screeching in frustration as she went. The axe 
thudded against the door of one of the cages, making an echoing thud 
before clattering to the floor. There was a screech from within and 
Astrid stopped in her tracks. Before, this would mean nothing to her, 
but nowa€ 1 

What Hiccup had said; they weren't monsters, not most of them. Just 
their queen. She hadn't really believed him at the time but then she 
went on that flight with Hiccup, seeing the world through a dragons 
eyes, everything below had seemed so insignificant, her village so 
small. Why would a dragon attack such a small place, over and over 
again? Unless there was a driving force, a tyrant forcing them to. In 
her muddled state she could almost start to believe it, and she walk 
up to the door, pressing her palm to the wood. She heard something 
shift with in, and her brow furrowed. 

Without proper consideration, she pulled the lever that held the door 
shut. The door burst open and an azure Nadder jumped forth. Astrid 
caught a glimpse of a scar on its leg and winced. She remembered this 
dragon. She had caused that scar during Dragon Training. Not long 
afterwards the Nadder had escaped, but obviously had been caught 
again. And not long ago, looking at its still healthy body. The 
Deadly Nadder squawked and tilted its head before walking towards the 



girl. Astrid's face tightened, and she began to prepare to defend 
herself. She let out a groan when she realised the axe was under the 
Nadder's feet, where it had fell. She then winced as the Nadder kept 
coming towards her, and Astrid found herself pressed against the 
wall, the dragon's head a few feet from her own. _Where ' s an eel when 
you need one, _she couldn't help but think. 

She squeezed her eyes shut, peering through her lashes at the dragon. 
It tilted its head again, and cooed curiously. Astrid's eyes widened, 
and she straightened from her slouched position against the wall. The 
Nadder straightened and watched the girl warily. The girl breathed in 
sharply then out again. She slowly stretched out her hand and 
squeezed her eyes shut, in a similar gesture as to what she had done 
with Hiccup. There was a pause and Astrid's heart stuttered madly. 

But soon she felt a warm, surprisingly soft and gentle muzzle pressed 
to her palm. She smiled and peered up at the big yellow eyes of the 
dragon. It chirped happily, and nuzzled her, nearly shoving her over. 
Despite herself, Astrid let out a little laugh. 

"That tickles ! " 

She then fell quite as she heard a shout nearby. She shot a look up, 
then back at her new friend. 

"Quick!" she hissed, leading the dragon to the open gate. "Shoo!" 

It chirped in confusion, and Astrid pushed it away. 

"Shoo!" she repeated. 

The Nadder let out another confused noise but took flight, 
disappearing into the stormy clouds on the horizon. Astrid shook her 
head. No wonder it got caught a second time. 

"Found her!" a voice called, and she looked up to see Fishlegs 
walking down towards the gate. She swept back her sweat soaked hair 
and walked up to meet him. 

"It's time," Fishlegs said softly. 

Astrid just nodded. They walked back up to the village together, and 
then up another a hill. Fishlegs shot a few strange looks towards 
her, but kept to himself. The pyre was built, and a cloaked figure 
lay on top. Astrid's breath shuddered in her throat. Fishlegs took 
his place next to his mother. The grief, briefly forgotten, crashed 
over her all in one hit. The traditional words were spoken, and a few 
speeches were given. Astrid remained silent. As the ceremony 
continued, Astrid felt her heart sink lower and lower. Eventually a 
torch was lit, and Stoick held it up to Astrid. She took it, her 
small hand brushing against his calloused skin. His eyes were 
watching, understanding. She treaded up to the pyre, then began 
walking around it, sweeping the flames along the base of it. The wood 
leapt into bright fiery spirits dancing around Brenhilda's body. She 
then tossed the torch on top and stepped back, watching the pyre with 
entranced eyes. Everybody's heads bowed, and they all stood in silent 
respect. Once a moment passed people began to leave. Astrid stood and 
stared at the flickering light until night fell, and she began to 
shiver in the dying coals. This time, no one stayed to support her, 
comfort her. She was finally left alone, and her surroundings matched 
her insides. Empty. 



Astrid was a wreck. The next day she was invited to a gathering of 
Brenhilda's friends. With nothing to do except sit in an empty house, 
Astrid accepted. When she arrived at the house, she was surprised to 
find herself amongst a great crowd. She had assumed it would be a 
small gathering. She was embraced by an older woman, and given a 
drink. She sat with wide eyes and watched the proceedings. There was 
a lot of talking and gossiping. She recognised many people, and was 
shocked to see many people who didn't go to the funeral. She sat 
quietly against the wall for a while, fending off any attempts of 
small talk from other people. 

There was a loud sound of a throat being cleared. Heads shot up in 
confusion, and looked up to see Snotlout standing in the middle of 
the room. Astrid' s eyes narrowed, but she watched on silently. 
Snotlout held her eyes, before turning to address the crowd. 

"This is a very sad occasion, and it pains me to see such a lovely 
young woman to stand alone with no family. Though I understand this 
is not the most appropriate time, I wish to say this in front 
Astrid' s next closest thing to family," he turned to the somewhat 
appalled girl. "Astrid, we have long been destined for the other, and 
to help you in a time of such need, I wish to ask for your hand in 
marriage . " 

Astrid was taken aback and her mind went blank. There were cheers 
around her, and Snotlout approached her, taking her hand and kissed 
it. This would normally earn him a broken nose, but Astrid' s mind was 
in overload. She glanced around the crowd, and caught Stoick's eye. 

He nodded in approval, and her head bowed. ******** Snotlout took her 
hand and led her away. He took her to his parents and she was praised 
and congratulated. She just stared blankly, hardly uttering a word. 

No one noticed. Many had hoped for this pairing, and swiftly forgot 
Astrid' s hate of the cocky boy. Stoick hugged her and told her she 
was doing the right thing. When he let her go, Astrid' s hand shot to 
his wrist and trapped it. He finally looked into her eyes. She stared 
desperately at him, trying to communicate for him to stop this. He 
just cupped her face gently and smiled, telling her to be happy. 

The fact that her mother's funeral had been a day earlier was 
forgotten, and celebrations began. Snotlout stood next to her, a 
possessive arm around her waist as he accepted many people's 
congratulations. Astrid remained resigned. A small thought reminded 
her that she promised she would visit Hiccup today, but night was 
already falling. Besides, she said she would come unless she was 
dead, and she may as well have been. Eventually Astrid told Snotlout 
she was tired and wanted to go home. He nodded to her and publicly 
announced their parting. Snotlout insisted on walking her home, so 
they walked through the dark village with Snotlout 's arm wrapped 
around her. Astrid watched the stars above, and ignored Snotlout 's 
chatter. Suddenly there was a dark flit across the sky, and Astrid 
stopped in her tracks. Snotlout 's chatter came to a halt and he 
turned his head to give Astrid a questioning look. However, his eyes 
were averted forward as a soft thud was heard in front of them. A 
black figure strode towards them, and Astrid' s heart stopped as she 
saw green slitted eyes reflected back at her. 

Snotlout shouted out, calling a warning. Soon many people had 



gathered, weapons ready. The dragon's eyes were wide, pupils soft as 
it watched Astrid quest ioningly . Her lips parted, and she wanted to 
say something to him. However, the dragons eyes narrowed as Snotlout 
turned gave Astrid a peck on the lips before running at the dragon, 
hammer raised. The dragon tried to get closer to Astrid, but was 
entrapped by a bola. 

"You dare try to attack my fiancA©e!" Snotlout yelled, raising his 
hammer . 

"Stop!" Astrid cried, running at Snotlout. He paused turning to 
her . 

"Do you wish to kill it, my love?" 

She stared into his icy blue eyes, and momentarily paused, realising 
this was a major turning point in her life's path. Her eyes 
flickered, and his were expectant, waiting for a response. 

"Let him go!" she yelled at him, finally snapping. 

She took a sword from a nearby warrior, who was just watching on 
dumbly with the sword hanging limply in his hands, and cut the dragon 
loose. It gave her sorrowful eyes before flying off, wobbling 
slightly as if injured. She turned to Snotlout, chest heaving 
anger . 

"I am _not _your love. I will _never _be your love. I never said yes, 
and I never will. _You _are the monster," she hissed, before running 
away, leaving a group of very confused Vikings behind her, and one 
with a very hurt pride. 

She hurled herself into the woods, blindly running, hoping to find 
him. Explain to him. But it was all just so messed up. 

**Dananana! A bit of drama there. I'm not sure whether I should be 
flattered that so many of you are following the story so well, or 
worried that my plot is too predictable. SharKohen, you were scarify 
close. (Urgh to you too.) ****;) Exams are in a week, which could be 
really good or really bad, depending which way you look at it . I hope 
I can get something up soon. ** 

**Guest Reviews:** 

**Guest: I assume by him you mean Hiccup, in which case you'll have 
to wait and see. :) Thanks for reviewing!** 

**Noctus Eury: Well here's one chapter. Doing well so far. :) Yes, 
the cat is indeed a very bad example of a cat. He just forgets 
sometimes. You know, that he's meant to be a cat. :p** 

**I am glad you enjoyed it. You're right, there wasn't a lot to say 
on that chapter, it was just a set-up, mainly for this chapter. I 
hope this one was a bit more interesting, even if Hiccup only 
featured briefly. ** 

**It's always great when someone says the characters are realistic, 
it is so hard to get it right sometimes, even when you know the 
characters better than yourself. Sometimes you just sit there and go, 
'Would that character really do that?" and you sit there and try and 



recall a similar moment in either the movies or TV series. And 
sometimes you come up with nothing. ** 

**Well this chapter answered those speculations. ** 

**It's raining over there?! Ah, if only it would rain here. Though it 
has rained here more in the past month or so than I'm used to in a 
year, coming from a 10 year drought on a large farm. ** 

**Ah I know the feeling. Bed, glorious bed. ** 

**And farvel, min venn to you too. (Norwegian is so much cooler than 
sheila . ) ; ) ** 


9. Stranded 

** Hello again. Exams are finally over and I did okay so we're all 
good! I'm leaving the country in a bit over a week though so I doubt 
I'll get much up until I come back so you may have to be satisfied 
with this for a while. There are bits of this I'm not keen on, but 
there is also bits that I adore so please enjoy! As always, thanks 
for all favs, follows and reviews, every little bit helps brighten my 
day. Thank you for your patience. :)** 

_Chapter 8- Stranded_ 

He had sat and waited all day for her, checking the borders of his 
cove more than once, with no sign of her. He told himself that was 
okay, it was what he had expected. But his heart wasn't convinced. As 
the light dimmed, he could only think of how she had said the only 
reason she wouldn't come was if she were dead. He may not have known 
her for five years, but he did know how stubborn she was at 15, and 
all evidence since their reunion had suggested nothing had changed. 
She wouldn't go back on her word, unless she was forced to, and even 
then she would most likely find a way. With the fall of the sun his 
transformation came upon him. He spread his wings and took off into 
the oncoming nightfall, hoping to take his mind off Astrid's broken 
promise. He began to fly out over the ocean, but as he did the 
village lights caught his eye, and all his worries drifted back to 
him. He couldn't hold back anymore, he had to go see her. 

He changed his course, only planning on taking an aerial tour of the 
village, and maybe sneaking around her house, just to check on her, 
of course. He scolded himself the entire time; _Go back you fool, you 
have no business here. _And he may have been right. 

He saw Astrid walking down one of the alleys, with Snotlout's arm 
wrapped around her. With only his past knowledge to reason with, he 
believed Astrid to have been injured. Why else would she let Snotlout 
touch her like that? And something had to be seriously wrong for her 
to accept any help, let alone help from _him._ With his logic left 
somewhere far away, he jumped down to meet her, hoping to help her, 
and maybe save her from Snotlout. 

But then his logic caught up with him, and his views of what was 
happening were turned upside down. She was _with _him. He kissed her, 
and she let him. Astrid would never let anyone kiss her unless it 
were serious. Suddenly he found himself trapped, and chaos ensued. 
Snotlout came to attack him, then he heard the word. _FiancA©e. 



_Nothing else was heard by his dragon's ears. It was enough. Flashes 
just came after that. Angry faces, the faces of his old 
neighbourhood. His cousin, spitting and growling. Astrid, standing 
over him with a sword. 

The dragon instinct took over. He was free so he took flight, never 
planning on returning. Since his first transformation, he had always 
fought for his humanity, he always pushed away the dragon mentality. 
This time, he let it take hold. He snapped into animalistic thinking. 
Only thinking of his survival, nothing more. He truly became the 
beast. Everything after that was a muddled blur of flashes and 
images. He flew aimlessly for a while, then eventually collapsed on a 
rocky island, his damaged body weary. 


His eyes snapped open, and he groaned as he peeled his face off a 
ragged rock. 

_"Shhh!" _something hissed at him. 

"Wuh?" 

_ "Shhh!"_ it said again. 

Hiccup picked himself up from the gravelly ground, wincing as his 
injured shoulder ached, and looked in the direction of the noise to 
see a dragon with his back to him, staring out the front of the cave 
he found himself in. And not just any dragon. 

_"Toothless ? "_ 

The dragon rolled its head back in frustration and glared at the 
young man. _"What part of ' shhh ' don't you understand? 

"Shhh!" Hiccup ushered at him as a dragon swooped past the front of 
the cave . 

_ "Ahh, now we get it, he muttered, turning to the opening of the 
cavern again. 

Hiccup crawled over to crouch by the dragon, peering out and 
gulping . 

_"This isn't where I think it is, is it?" _His Dragonese in human 
form was awkward and garbled, his mouth not being designed for some 
of the noises, but he managed. 

Toothless gave a bitter reply, _ "If by that you mean the place where 
I distinctly told you not to be, yes it is."_ 

_ "The dragons nest." _Hiccup breathed tensely. 

_ "Someone get the boy a fish, he's a smart one, the dragon 
grumbled . 

_"Aww, don't be such a grump Toothless," _Hiccup smiled mockingly at 
him . 

_ "My _name _is Shadow Stalker. 



Hiccup's nose screwed up. _"That's a mouthful . 

_ "And Toothless is pitiful. I have teeth. 

_ "Yes, but you're all bark and no bite." _Hiccup threw back, 
laughing slightly. 

Toothless' stance grew taller and he bit back his reply, _"I'll have 
you know I have plenty of bite, I just haven't used it on you. You 
should be grateful." _ 

Hiccup just snickered. _"So, what exactly is happening?"_ 

_ "Maybe you should tell me. What in the name of the Red Death are 
you doing here?"_ The Night Fury flashed looks to Hiccup's face, then 
back to the front of the cave where the occasional dragon would flit 
past . 

_"Umm, I'm not entirely sure, he frowned. He sat, and rattled 
around his memories. Many things were blurry, but one by one the 
memories came back to him. 

"Oh," he inhaled sharply. _"Well that was a bad night . 

_ "Care to enlighten me. Green Eyes?" _Toothless' own green eyes 
turned onto Hiccup's, gazing curiously. 

_ "Ahh, let's just say I had a disagreement with the 
locals . 

Toothless settled himself back into his defensive position, but his 
voice remained curious. _ "I would have thought you had learnt your 
place by now."_ 

_ "So did I . 

Shadow Stalker flashed him a confused look. Hiccup shrugged. 

_ "Alright, so you had your disagreement, then you came here, " 
_Toothless prompted. 

_ "By accident, " _Hiccup elaborated. 

The Night Fury nodded. _"The Queen's call can be strong when you're 
not concentrat ing . 

" Hmmm . " 

Shadow Stalker then filled in the rest of the story, _"So then I was 
lucky enough to find you collapsed on the ground, and hid you." _His 
voice suggested he didn't feel lucky. 

_ "Why are you helping me?"_ Hiccup asked, the thought hitting him 
suddenly . 

_"I don't know. I don't like you. You're the biggest idiot I've ever 
met, and I know a few."_ 


Hiccup chuckled, then they both withdrew into their own minds. More 



dragons dashed by, and they both watched with wary eyes, but were 
fairly confident in their hiding place. However, Hiccup couldn't hold 
the silence long, and Shadow Stalker rolled his eyes when he began to 
speak again. 

_ "Why do you call me Green Eyes? I have the same eyes as you, it's 
not a distinguishing feature. 

_ "It's not your outer image I was describing. Your soul has green 
eyes. _That _dist inguishes you."_ 

_ "_Pff,_ my soul?"_ 

_ "I'm not the only one who can see it . 

_ "What's that meant to mean?" _Hiccup questioned, but the dragon was 
tired of chatter, and shut its eyes and ears to the boy. 

Hiccup sighed and laid his head back. There was little either of them 
could do until nightfall. 


"_Mummy? Muuum ! " She tripped over a root and fell, a soft cry 
escaping her lips. Her blonde hair fell into her eyes, escaping the 
braids that stuck out from both sides of her head. She gulped and a 
few tears fell down her face. "Mummy !"_ 

_ She picked herself up, not bothering to brush off her breeches. The 
woods were a dark, mysterious place, filled with creatures unknown to 
her. Her eyes were big and watery and she stared up at the trees, 
they were so much bigger than her._ 

_ "Astrid, " she heard her mother's exasperated voice. "What have I 
told you about wandering off by yourself?"_ 

_ She spun around, and a big grin spread across her small, flushed 
face . "Mummy ! 

_ She ran at the older woman, and wrapped her arms around her 
mother ' s leg ._ 

_ "You silly girl," her mother sighed, placing a hand over the girl's 
back. "What have you got yourself all worked up over?"_ 

_ "I was scared Mummy. What if a big nasty dragon came? What would I 
do then?" _ 

_ Her mother crouched down and took her by the shoulders. Her mouth 
screwed up in thought, and then she pulled her axe from its 
sheath ._ 

_ "Here. Now when the big bad dragon comes for you, you'll be able to 
defend yourself. 

_ She passed the axe to Astrid, and the girl stared at it in wonder 
as she tried to hold it up, it was about the same size as her, and 
just as heavy. She smiled up at her mother and giggled. _ 

_ "Look after it well, that was your father's wedding gift to me," 



she smiled, ruffling the girl's hair. 


_ Astrid nodded seriously, trying to lift up the double-headed axe. 
Eventually, she managed to get it off the ground, only to have it 
fall behind her, almost pulling the girl with it. She heaved herself 
up, and dragged the axe along with her over her shoulder as she 
followed her mother back to the village. _ 

_ Since that day, she'd vowed never to be scared again. She faced the 
world with her mother's axe at her back, and with it the memory of 
her father's love, even if she had never experienced it herself. 


She peeled her eyes open, and blinked in confusion. The light was dim 
and the air was frigid. She felt the waves of sadness lick at her 
heart, the dream a strong, lingering presence. She curled up and 
rested her chin on her knees. _Stupid._ Her mother's death had been a 
long time coming, she should have been better prepared, should have 
been more composed. Snotlout shouldn't have been able to take 
advantage of her like that. She stared around Hiccup's cave and 
thought of his shocked saddened eyes as he flew away. She had run 
blindly to this cove after last night's events and, upon not finding 
him here, threw herself onto the floor in his homey little cave 
trying to block all her thoughts out of her head. 

Eventually she shakily lifted herself off the floor, and walked to 
the door. There was a clink as she stepped on something. She lifted 
her foot and found the sword she used to cut Hiccup free. She vaguely 
remembered throwing it away last night after realising it was still 
in her hand. She picked it up and rested it against the wall, then 
heaved the shutters above the door open and let the morning light 
shine through. She blinked rapidly as the light assaulted her sleep 
ridden eyes. 

She went outside and sat down at the stream, wincing at her wavering 
reflection. The rims around her eyes were red and swollen, and her 
hair was better not mentioning. She tried smoothing down the frayed 
streaks of blonde, but just sighed and gave up. She splashed her face 
a couple of times, then walked around the cove. It already held so 
many memories, even from her short stay here. She looked down at her 
wrist, the bandage soiled and torn from her little adventure the 
night before. There was still a dull ache, but she didn't care 
anymore. She ripped off the bandage and threw it into the stream, 
watching the tormented piece of fabric float down the current, slowly 
sinking as it became heavy with moisture. That's how she felt on the 
inside, still not a tear to be shed from her icy blue eyes. 

She climbed up onto the rocks she and Hiccup had once sat at, 
watching the petite waterfall trickle its way down the slimy rocks. 
She stayed there for quite some time, staring emptily. Midday 
arrived, and she began to feel anxious. He should be back by now. Why 
wouldn't he come back? He didn't know she was here, so he couldn't be 
avoiding her. 

She scoffed disgustedly at herself, and jumped down from her perch. 
She went back into the cavern, and started to sift through his 
things. Anything to distract her from the present. She picked up an 
old leather-bound notebook and flicked through it. It was filled with 



his diagrams and pictures, with words occasionally scrawled around 
the edges. She sat down and studied each thing, trying to work out 
what he as thinking when he drew certain things. About midway through 
the book she found a startlingly accurate drawing of a Night Fury, 
which she had a suspicion was not a self-portrait. After that she 
found some preliminary sketches of a prosthetic tailfin, which only 
confirmed her suspicions. 

A bit further on, she found some very scratchy sketches, rough with 
blurred lines. She half recognised them. One looked a bit like 
Stoick, then Snotlout, then her, maybe. They were quite unclear. 

There were a few more of random people, then a quickly scrawled 
paragraph . 

_I'm starting to forget them. Their faces, blurred, merged, unclear. 
Am I losing my mind? Am I becoming more dragon than human? I suppose 
not. Toothless said I would belong to neither faction, so I cannot be 
more one than the other. Oh, why am I writing to myself? This is 
stupid. I must be going mad. Stop complaining Haddock. _ 

Her mouth pulled into a hard line at the thought of his horrid 
circumstance . There were further sketches and diagrams, nothing 
different. Some she recognised from her earlier questioning or from 
having actually used the finished product. There were more drawings 
of other dragons, some she had not seen before, and she'd met quite a 
few on the battlefield. She noticed that he had drawn expression in 
their faces, and they weren't that of a blood hungry monster, but 
rather faces of curiosity, sadness, friendliness, hope and so on. 
Feelings that she would normally only assign to people, humans. She 
was reminded of her own encounter with that Deadly Nadder, which she 
had begun to call Stormfly despite herself, the image of the great 
dragon disappearing into the storm clouds lingering in her mind. How 
could she have lived this long surrounded by dragons, and never seen 
this side of them before? Hiccup saw it, and he didn't need any 
prompting from anyone else. In fact, he had had one of the worst 
experiences with a dragon, but yet he was willing to look at them in 
a positive light. 

She shook her head in wonder and continued to leaf through the 
booklet, nearing the end. It was quite a thick notebook, and with 
only ten or so pages left, she reached the end. The last image, 
however, left her somewhat breathless. It was an image of her, not 
rough and blurred like the previous one, but clear, sharp edges. It 
was from the torso up, and her face had an expression of wonder 
written on it. Eyes wide, and mouth shaped in a questioning 'o'. It 
was accompanied by one sentence. _I remember. _She flicked through 
the remaining pages looking for any more subtext, but none was 
evident. She turned back to the picture and stared at it for a while. 
She thought of her reflection that morning. She had very little in 
common with this picture now. 

She thumped the book shut and carefully placed it back in its correct 
spot. There was still no sign of him. She had been sure snooping 
around in his stuff would cause him to show up, but no such luck. It 
was beginning to grow dark, and she began to give up hope of him 
being here before he changed. She turned away from the door, and 
began the business of lighting a fire in the pit in the 
floor . 



_"So, what's the plan?"_ Hiccup asked, utterly bored. 

The dragon shifted his weight to look at him, his eyes tired. 

_"You'll leave as soon as it gets dark. I'll stay out of sight, so 
people can just assume it's me. Stay on the ground until you're far 
from the nest. Everyone knows I can't fly. And remember if anyone 
approaches you, hide your tail."_ 

He glanced up to see if the boy was following. Hiccup nodded in 
understanding . 

_ "How long until nightfall?"_ Shadow Stalker asked. 

Hiccup frowned, concentrat ing . _"Two hours . 

Shadow Stalker nodded. Hiccup was about to add something else, when a 
great echoing moan travelled through the caverns. Shadow Stalker's 
ears perked up, and Hiccup winced. There was a great chatter as all 
the dragons came to attention. 

_ "Hungrya€l"_ a booming, scraping voice moaned. _"Hungry!"_ 

Shadow Stalker muttered irritably to himself and shooed Hiccup 
further back into the cave. Instead, the curious boy came closer to 
the front, hiding behind the Night Fury. 

_"There's going to be a dragon raid,_ _isn't there_?" he 
whispered . 

Shadow Stalker grumbled a confirmation. 

_"This changes things, doesn't it?"_ 

"_It ' s going to be a lot harder getting you out unnoticed. Almost 
impossible. There are going to be dragons coming in and out all 
night . 

Hiccup dragged himself further back into the cave and frowned, his 
brow furrowing further as he bumped his pained shoulder. 

_ "I could just stay another day?"_ he suggested unwillingly. He 
didn't like the prospect, the Queen was already giving him a 
headache . 

"_You _could_, but you stink. I'm afraid your smell would start to 
become prominent by that time."_ 

_ "Always complications, Hiccup muttered to himself. _"Is there 
anything we _can_ do?"_ 

The black dragon shook his head. _"I don't know."_ 

They became silent, stuck in grim thought. There was a clatter of 
rock on rock outside, and Shadow Stalker quickly threw Hiccup behind 
him, hiding him. 

_ "Shadow Stalker?"_ a soft feminine voice spoke in Dragonese. 

_"Go away, he grouched back. 



A bright blue dragon peered around the entrance, and Shadow Stalker 
growled at her. Hiccup glanced around Shadow Stalker's raised wing 
curiously, still trying to stay concealed. 

_"Honestly, don't you see I'm not in the mood to chat?"_ he hissed 
angrily at her. 

_"My name is Sky Song, the Nadder continued softly, ignoring the 
negative response she was receiving and stepping fully into the 
entrance of the cage. 

Shadow Stalker sat back on his haunches, sighing in resignation. 
_"What do you want?"_ 

_ "I don't know who to talk to about this. You seem like the sort of 
dragon that one can trust any secret with without you telling 
anyone, she explained. 

He made an exasperated noise, but waited impatiently for her to 
continue . 

_ "Ia€l I think I made friends with a human, she spoke hesitantly, 
watching his expression carefully. 

His eyes widened, but his voice was suspicious. _"What do you mean by 
that ? 

_ "I was captured by the Vikings, and was stuck in a cage for a night 
or so, when this young, blonde woman opened the door."_ 

Hiccup head snapped up at this, and he had to fight not to ask 
questions to see if it really was her. 

"_She had no weapon, her axe on the floor. She looked scared, but not 
like she wished she could kill me. More like she was hoping I would 
not kill her. I paused, I don't like to kill, the gentle Nadder 
admitted, bowing her head_. "She held out her hand, as if to pat me, 
and just waited. There was nothing I could do but press my nose to 
her hand, to tell her it was alright. And then when another one of 
her kind approached, she let me go. She forced me to leave. I don't 
know what to do. If the Queen finds out she will kill me, you know 
how much she discourages relationships with humans . 

She fell silent, finishing her story. Her yellow eyes watched the 
Night Fury, waiting to see if she had said too much. 

Shadow Stalker's eyes were filled with thought, evaluating the 
situation. Eventually he spoke. 

_"I understand your predicament . He lifted his wing to reveal 
Hiccup, who slowly stood out of his crouch. Sky Song's eyes widened 
in surprise, and she stepped back in astonishment. She was even more 
shocked to find he spoke to her in Dragonese. 

_ "I know the girl you speak of. Her name is Astrid Hofferson. She is 
a friend . " _ 

_ "You, you have the eyes of a Night Fury, " _she stuttered. 



_"Look closer, Shadow Stalker murmured. She did. 

_ "Green Eyes, she breathed. _"The boy of prophecy!"_ 

_"Now you see, I'm in an even worse spot than you, the black dragon 
stated . 

_ "Indeed, now I feel my problems are petty in comparison . "_ 

_ "You were right, I am a good counsel. "_ 

Sky Song gave a nervous laugh. _"What are you to do? There is a raid 
tonight, there is no way you are going to get him out unseen. "_ 

_"I know, "_ Shadow Stalker sighed bitterly. 

Hiccup watched the interaction curiously. However, his thoughts were 
still stuck on Astrid. 

_ "When did you have this encounter with Astrid?"_ he asked. 

Sky Song tilted her head to think. _"Two days ago, I believe." 

Hiccup nodded silently, and the azure Nadder watched him 
curiously . 

"_You like her, don't you? Maybe even love, almost. she stated in 
her characterist ic soft voice. 

_ "Well, I wouldn't say-"_ 

_ "Ah, so we haven't accepted it yet, she interrupted him. 

_ "No, that's not-"_ 

_"Denial, she said simply. He sighed. If there was one thing he 
learnt over the past five years, you could never win an argument with 
a dragon. 

Sky Song laughed, then stared openly at the man's face, 
evaluating . 

_ "Whata€ 1 what if I helped you escape?"_ 

Two pairs of piercing green eyes flashed attentively to her own. 

_ "How would you do that?"_ Shadow Stalker asked, ever the wary. 

_ "No one suspects me. If I leave now, it's unlikely anyone will 
notice I carry a little extra. 

_ "And what do you get out of this?"_ the Night Fury asked 
suspiciously . 

_"Peace of mind. Maybe even peace from the Queen, if the prophecy is 
indeed true."_ 

Shadow Stalker inclined his head. He knew this was the best chance 
they had, and if Sky Song wanted to, she could have them both killed 



without a moment's notice. 


_ "Be swift, there is little time before nightfall. 

The Nadder and the human nodded their heads, and gave each other 
questioning looks; _Are you ready?_ 

** Ah, Toothless makes his entrance. This is the first time I've had 
him able to communicate with Hiccup and, honestly, I'm loving it. :) 
Astrid's in a bit of an interesting headspace at the moment, but 
what ' s new? * * 

** Guest Reviews:** 

** Noctus Fury: Ha, yeah. Not really hooked on Pinterest though. 
Haven't touched it in almost a week. Don't expect a huge amount of 
activity from me on there. That and my Internet carks it pretty 
quickly with all the photos messing with its puny little brain. 

* * 

** A reason? For killing a character? Ha, yeah right. ; ) Astrid 
hasn't had her chance to explain yet, but it's coming. Hiccup's been 
a tad busy. ** 

** Surprise! It was a pretty gutsy move, by both Snotlout and me, but 
definitely added some interesting act ion/interact ion . * * 

** Friend of Valkyries? Me likey. Farvel to you too. :)** 


10. Escape 

**Well hello there. It has been a while. I was overseas, then I was 
at a sports camp, and then I was sick. Oh, and my computer is 
throwing another hissy fit. Surprise, surprise. Anyway, you should 
find this chapter satisfying, I do believe. Thank you for all the 
reviews, favourites and follows. Over 100 favs now! Hoorah! Aren't I 
popular? Please enjoy. ** 

_Chapter 9- Escape_ 

Two dragon heads peered out of the cavern, one bright blue Nadder, 
one tired looking Night Eury. The Night Eury ducked back into the 
cave, and began to talk to the young man clinging to the Nadder 's 
back . 

"_Remember to stay as close to her back as possible. Think small and 
flat . 

"_Yes, yes I've got it. See you soon Toothless. 

"_I hope not," _Shadow Stalker sniffed stiffly. Hiccup just grinned. 
_"Good luck Green Eyes."_ 

"_You too Toothless. 

"_Take care Sky Song, I hope we may have the opportunity to become 
friends once the adventure is over, the Night Eury turned to the 
Nadder . 



"_As do I,"_ she nodded, _"but I feel the adventure has only just 
begun . 

"_I know, Shadow Stalker sighed, _"but one can always 
hope . 

"_Thank you, Hiccup stared into Shadow Stalker's eyes, and the 
pitch black dragon could not help but feel a little anxious. 

"_Shoo, you have little time."_ 

Hiccup grinned again, and pinned himself close to Sky Song's 
back . 

"_Ready, he breathed softly. 

The dragon replied by spreading her wings and leaping into the 
treacherous cavern. Hiccup, who had remained fairly relaxed until 
this point, winced as he realised just how many dragons were there. 

He flattened himself even closer to Sky Song's back and watched 
warily. The Deadly Nadder flitted swiftly from one ledge to the next, 
careful not to expose her back to any passing dragon. Both dragon and 
human were on high alert, adrenaline racing through their veins. 

Sky Song breathed out a relieved sigh when she found an unguarded 
exit, close to the top. She ducked out and spread her wings wide, 
exhaling a strained breath as the wind stretched her wings. However, 
she was taken off guard as a Terrible Terror appeared from behind a 
rock, flying in her direction. She quickly moved to duck behind a 
rock, but feared she would be too late. Suddenly, she felt the weight 
of the Viking slip from her back, falling down the side of the 
cliff . 

It took every effort for her not to squeak in shock, and she tried to 
appear normal as the Terror buzzed above her. As soon as it rounded 
the corner, she flitted down in the direction he fell. It was a very 
long drop straight down, and she feared the worst. She glided down, 
and when she had almost reached the bottom with no sign of him, her 
heart fluttered in her chest. 

There was a hissing noise behind her, and she turned to find the 
human man peeling leather flaps from his arms, tucking them back into 
sheaths on the sides of his leg. 

"_You're alive !"_ she exclaimed in a hushed voice. 

He grinned wickedly at her as he winded up a fin sticking out from 
behind him. 

"_Flying suit,"_ he briefly explained as she watched him curiously. 
She growled at him for scaring her, then invited him back onto her 
back. He clambered up, and pinned himself against her again as they 
took off. 

As the last of the jagged rocks disappeared past them in the fog. 
Hiccup began to feel an itch in his limbs, and the ache in his 
damaged shoulder worsened. Sky Song felt the unsettlement of her 
rider, and glanced around curiously. 

"_The change, it's coming, he wheezed. 



Not quite understanding. Sky Song continued to fly, but lowered down, 
searching for a landing spot. She found a wide sea stack, and landed 
lightly on top, only to have Hiccup roll off her and thump down 
ungracefully next to her. Her eyes were lit with worry, and a bit of 
curiosity . 

"_I'm fine," _he waved his hand at her. 

She glanced unhappily at the receding fog and watched it with 
apprehension. They were still too close for her liking. She looked 
back at the doubled over boy and tilted her head sideways, studying 
him. The sun dropped below the western horizon, and he began to 
morph. Her head turned to the other side and a startled squawked 
escaped her beak like mouth. 

Before she had full time to comprehend what was happening, a full 
bodied Night Fury stood before her. The body itself was unfamiliar, 
but she could already recognise the wry expression on his 
face . 

"_Hiccup? 

"_Yah. I think we forgot to mention this part to you."_ 

"_Yes, I believe you did, was her formulated response, but her face 
held a blank, shocked expression. 

"_Sorry . 

"_You are full of surprises, she shook her head. _"I wish you would 
give me some warning. 

"_Sorry, he repeated sheepishly. _"At least you don't have to carry 
me anymore. In fact, you can go back now."_ 

"_Nah, the Queen has not realised I have escaped Berk yet, I think I 
will stay with you for the time being. 

"_Suit yourself, " _he gave a dragonish version of a shrug, and lifted 
himself into the air. 

They soared quietly together back to Berk, but Hiccup's right wing 
was weak, and he constantly wobbled and veered off course. Sky Song's 
gaze kept flashing over to him in worry, but he pretended there was 
no problem. Eventually she decided to speak up. 

"_Haven't quite mastered the flying part yet?"_ she asked 
innocently . 

"_Just a scratch on the old wing, the Night Fury said in a 
nonchalant, but somewhat strained voice. 

They flew further, and the wobbling got worse. Sky Song shook her 
head and spoke again. 

"_I really think we should stop for the night . 

"_What? But Berk's only a short distance from here, he 
scoffed . 



"_You look terrible, she stated earnestly. 

The black dragon sighed, "_Thank you, for pointing that out . 

She gave a dragon version of an eye roll. _"Come, we're landing. 

Now. 

The last word was a command, and Hiccup could do nothing but 
grudgingly agree. 

They came to a small island not far from the Berk archipelago. Hiccup 
grumbled the entire way, and Sky Song listened silently to his 
moaning . 

"_Honestly, you're starting to sound like Shadow Stalker, she 
j ibed . 

That stopped him in his tracks. Instead he licked at his wounds a bit 
and then circled around, blasting the grass beneath him to make a 
warm bed, before curling up into a ball and staring sulkily at Sky 
Song. She preened at her wings a bit, and tidied the deadly spines on 
her tail. Eventually she tucked her head into a wing and began to 
breathe more rhythmically. Hiccup watched her a bit longer and then 
shifted his head a way from her, closing his eyes and trying to fall 
asleep, images of Astrid running past his closed 
eyes . 


He woke with a dragon's foot clasped around him, shaking him awake. 

He moaned sleepily, then started when he realised exactly what was 
disturbing his sleep. He leapt up onto his feet and jumped back, now 
in his human form. 

"Wah! Oh_, Sky Song. Uh, good morning. His shoulders relaxed and he 
rubbed sheepishly at his hair, which stuck out in all 
directions . 


The Nadder tilted her head and fluttered her eyelids. _"You're cute 
when you sleep. 


"Urgh, " was his response. He turned around, his hand falling to his 
side, and looked up at the sky. It was well into the morning. 

"_Why didn't you wake me earlier?"_ he scrutinised, turning back 
towards the blue dragon. 

"_Maybe I had my own sleep to catch up on, she huffed. 


Hiccup gave her a half smile. Sky Song came off as sweet and soft, 
but he was beginning to see a tougher, unforgiving side to her. 
Underestimating her would be a mistake. Not unlike Astrid. 


They stood awkwardly for half a minute, gazing at each other. 


"_Umm, should we go?_" Hiccup wondered aloud. 


"_Oh, yes, I guess we should, " _Sky Song jumped to life, shaking 
herself out of her daydream. 



Hiccup walked forward, his legs a bit wobbly and his face screwing up 
as he felt a sharp tug at his shoulder. Sky Song's face softened, but 
Hiccup attempted to shrug it off, which just made it worse. 

"_Uh, may I?" _Hiccup asked as he reached Sky Song's back, and she 
nodded compliantly. He pulled himself onto her back, and once he was 
settled the azure Nadder took flight, heading back to the place where 
she had been held captive, beaten and tortured more than once. It was 
not exactly a nice feeling for her, but she felt it was the right 
thing to do. She couldn't help but think that she held a duty to the 
dragon society to make sure this boy survived for, if he _were_ the 
boy of prophecy, he could be the bringer of great joy and prosperity 
in the future. She wasn't completely certain that he would live up to 
what Shadow Stalker believed he would, but he was certainly a strange 
human being, and that had to count for something. She could almost 
hear his mind clunking to life as he perched on her back, ducking his 
head down to protect his face from the wind. 

Thoughts went to the blonde girl, Astrid. She wondered if she would 
see that strange girl again. How much did she know about this strange 
misadventure Sky Song had found herself in, how much was she 
involved? Sky Song's heart skittered in confusion. She already felt a 
strange warmth towards the girl, and wished to see her again, but is 
that what fate allowed? She could not even begin to guess. The flight 
was silent, both lost in sullen thought and, unknown to them, both on 
the same topic. 

Hiccup's forehead was becoming permanently lined as he wondered about 
Astrid. He, like Sky Song, speculated about ever seeing her again. 

The memories of the events of their last meeting were twisted and 
blurred, not meeting together at the right points, making a confusing 
mess of images and emotions. Was she involved with Snotlout 
willingly, or was there another agenda he knew not of? Did he even 
interpret the signs right? What did he actually see? He was so 
confused, and he replayed the memories again, but nothing new came to 
light, no new clue. He groaned and rested his pounding head against 
Sky Song's smooth scales. She did not betray any thought, but there 
was a comforting rumble in the back of her throat as she continued to 
fly. She knew all too well how he was feeling. 

He held that position until there was a light squawk from the Nadder, 
and his head shot up. He recognised the familiar shape of his home 
island, having seen it from the sky many times on various adventures. 
His mind automatically linked the vision of Berk with thoughts of 
Astrid, causing his face to grimace. 

"_Maybe it's not too late to head back to the Queen's lair?"_ he 
suggested, only half kidding. 

Sky Song gave him a curious look, but continued to fly 
straight . 

"_Be strong, silly boy. I don't know what _you _could have to fear 
here . 

Hiccup just groaned, then reluctantly began to direct her to the 
cove. She landed a few metres from the edge, and Hiccup gently 
climbed off. He began to stride to one of the entry points when a 
hushed hissing noise came from Sky Song behind him. He froze, then 



fell into a natural crouch. 


"_What is it?_" he hissed back. 

"_Someone ' s here, human. 

Hiccup's brow furrowed, and he began to creep forward slowly. _It may 
not be her,_ he told himself, _keep your head. _However, his heart 
ignored his head and began to flutter madly. He peered over the edge, 
and remained still for a while, but there was no evidence of life. He 
then moved to begin climbing down, but Sky Song interrupted 
him . 

"_What if it's an ambush?_" 

He stopped and considered that for a moment, then shrugged. 

"_Let ' s find out . 

With that he began his descent, with Sky Song watching anxiously from 
above. When he did reach the bottom. Sky Song hoped lithely after 
him, jumping next to him in case she needed to become defensive 
quickly. They both looked around the cove with sharp eyes, one 
looking for a threat, the other not entirely sure what he was looking 
for . 

There was the shifty creak of wood, a noise only someone with dragon 
hearing would hear, and both pairs of eyes darted to Hiccup's cave. 
Hiccup straight away began moving towards the noise, and Sky Song 
reluctantly followed, muttering something about reckless, stupid 
humans . 

With no secrecy or grace. Hiccup pulled the door open, and stuck his 
head in. His somewhat strained face softened when he found Astrid 
curled up on the floor, like he used to always find her before he 
took her inside. He paused and watched her for a moment, while Sky 
Song waited restlessly behind him. 

"_What? What is it?" _ 

Hiccup's forehead scrunched up as he watched Astrid shiver. Was she 
going through another one of those stubborn spells and not lighting 
the fire? He walked in, still ignoring Sky Song, and pressed his hand 
to the wood she lay upon to find it was still warm. His frown drew 
deeper. He crouched down and gently picked up one of her hands, 
holding it between both of his. They felt warm enough. Why did she 
look so cold? Suddenly a small whine left her lips and she tossed her 
body on its other side in her sleep, causing him to let go of her 
hand. He stared at the back of her head for a few moments, before 
slowly rising out of his crouch. 

"_Hiccup!"_ An impatient voice called from behind him, and he 
suddenly became aware of Sky Song's stressed calling from outside the 
door . 

He hurried to the opening and gently climbed out and shut the door 
behind him. 

"_Are you okay? What's in there?" _She stuck her face directly in 
front of Hiccup's, watching him closely with beady eyes. 



His hands automatically raised above his head. 


"_Whoa, it's just Astrid. Remember that girl?" _ 

The dragon's face softened and she leaned back out of Hiccup's 
space . 

"_Oh, her. What's she doing here?" _ 

"_I have no idea."_ 

Hiccup's arms came down to rest at his side and his face was full of 
thought. Sky Song took a step back. He flashed a look up at her then, 
with his mouth pulled into a thin line, and strode back into his 
cave, leaving Sky Song to occupy herself. 

He stood in the doorway for a while, watching the curled mass with an 
indecisive expression. Eventually he sank down into the corner, his 
back pressed against the wall and his knees brought up to his chest. 
And he watched, no longer sure of where he belonged in his own 
home . 

He sat there for quite a while, his face stony and caught in thought. 
Suddenly Astrid began to squirm in her sleep and gave a whimper. 
Hiccup winced and rolled into a crouch, before crawling over to her 
side. Her shivering had grown worse and her face was pulled into an 
anxious scowl, still sleeping. Hiccup studied the lines etched into 
her face. Without a conscious thought, his hand reached out and he 
began to smooth out the lines with his thumb. He caught himself and 
froze, pulling his hand back. As he watched, the lines grew deeper 
again. His hand came back down to her strained face and they began to 
smooth out again. He gave a sad smile and cupped his palm to the side 
of her head as he continued to stroke her forehead with his 
thumb . 

Gently the shivering slowed, and he sat down next to her head. She 
let out a heavy breath and her head lolled back, her body 
straightening and rolling onto her back. Hiccup's hands shot up into 
the air and his face became strained as he found her head in his lap. 
He swore quietly and began to move. He slowly shifted himself out 
from underneath her, his teeth gritted as he saw the nightmares begin 
to return to her face. As soon as he was clear of her he came back to 
her side, beginning to sooth her again. 

She shifted her weight again and slowly her eyes began to drift open. 
He froze, and slowly brought his hand back, scooting backwards while 
watching her closely. She groaned and stretched, pushing herself up 
and running a hand through her messy hair. Then, as if noticing him 
for the first time, paused and studied him. He was holding very 
still, one hand frozen in mid-air and a wary look on his face. 
Suddenly she jumped on him, her arms wrapping around his shoulders 
and her chin resting on his shoulder. His arms stuck out at awkward 
angles and he remained fixed. She held the hug, and slowly his hands 
came down, one patting her on the back. 

"Take it things didn't go too well back at the village then," he 
eventually choked out, a range of emotions jolting through his 
body . 



She pulled back, and began to laugh but then it became choked, and a 
sob ran through her body. A hand came to her mouth and the tears 
began to stream down her face. Hesitantly, Hiccup began to embrace 
her again then, slowly became more confident, pulling her into his 
side. Rubbing her shoulder in a comforting matter, his mouth pulled 
into a grim line and he stared at the opposite wall as she sobbed 
into his side. The tears had finally arrived. 

**0h dear. Poor Astrid's having another breakdown. This story isnae 
kind to the poor lass. *Evil smile* Hehehe . Anyway hope you enjoyed. 
Pretty please review. Please? I'll try to get my head (and computer) 
into gear soon. Then I can start actually posting chapters 
semi-regularly . Hah, as if. Thanks for reading!** 

**Guest Reviews:** 

**The Unamed: Why thank you. I like that thought. Probably won't 
happen, but nice idea. Thank you very much for reviewing. Sorry I 
took so long to update. Byeee . :)** 

**Noctus Fury: I love the flashbacks too! (Have I already said that? 
Probably) . There are some good ones coming up, trust me. I've had to 
fight the urge to put them in every chapter. I haven't got a lot 
between Hiccup and Astrid as kids though, largely 'cause I don't 
think they had a huge amount of interaction as kids. Like, they were 
around each other a lot, but they didn't talk a lot. ** 

**As for Green Eyes, we'll have to wait and see. And when I say we, I 
mean we. I'm not entirely sure where that's going either. It's just 
something Shadow Stalker/Toothless said. Okay, so that's a bit of a 
lie. I do have a bit of a plan. Farvel Noctus Fury. :)** 


11. Mirror Image 

** Heya. Wow, long no time no see. Sorry, massive writers block, plus 
crazy school equals no writing. Writers block is great when you have 
a massive Romeo and Juliet assignment due the next day. :p And I've 
written an essay nearly every night this week. Busy busy. Anyhoo, 
it's been forever and I haven't replied to anyone's reviews, or if I 
have I've forgotten who, which is really slack and rude of me, so I 
better do so now, even though you've all probably forgotten what you 
said. Normally I reply to reviews via PM if I can, but today I'll do 
it here, just 'cause. This chapter is mostly just character 
interaction, but enjoy anyway. I'll try not to have another massive 
break, but school is nuts at the moment, and I'm not sure when or if 
that will change. Please enjoy!** 

** Review Responses:** 

** silverwolvesarecool : Glad you like her. She was an interesting 
character to design because we don't get a huge impression of her in 
the movies. ** 

** SharKohen: Yes, she probably is. Yeah, they probably are. That was 
a very articulate response, wasn't it?** 

** Midnight Wonders: Sorry, didn't update soon. However, I'm glad you 
are enjoying the story. :) It's always good to know. ** 



* * 


Angryhenry: Umm, yeah?** 


** xX69759Xx: I guess it is. Well, I'm glad you like it. I hope you 
keep liking it, for no explainable reason. :)** 

** hopelessromantic41ife : Indeed. ** 

** UnbreakableWarrior : Yayyy!** 

** Sir Baron: Well we'll have to wait and see. ** 

** Watcher321: Thank you! I plan to. ** 

** Noctus Fury: Are we just repeating ourselves over and over again? 
Yeah, they're pretty adorable. I'll have to see what I can work in. 

No promises. On another note I worked out the Green Eyes thing fully 
while I had my little break. Won't come into play 'till the end 
though. ** 

** TidePoolAngel : Why thank you. I'm glad I have your respect. ** 

** KingPLazma: Here ya go.** 

** DinoRhino: Nothing to say really. ;)** 

** jy24: Lucky you, didn't have to wait very long. Thank you very 
much, your feedback is very helpful. You'll have to continue reading 
to find out what happens there. So many options, I don't know which 
one I will take. ** 

** AND A BIG THANK YOU TO EVERYONE EOR ALL YOUR REVIEWS. THEY ARE SO 
INSPIRING AND HELPEUL . ** 

_ Chapter 10- Mirror Image_ 

His fingers combed gently through her fringe, pulling it back off her 
forehead before it fell back into place again. The last of the sobs 
began to fade, and she ungraciously wiped her eyes and nose with her 
arm wrap. The salt from her tears still burned her cheeks as she 
slowly pulled herself back together. Hiccup's head turned around to 
look down at her and she leant away from him as she met his 
eyes . 

"Sorry about that," she croaked, sniffling slightly. 

One side of his mouth quirked up. "It's okay." 

"That's the first time I've cried in years." 

"No wonder it took you so long to get it all out of the system, " he 
commented, his joints practically creaking as he stood. 

"Ha, yeah." She looked down at the ground meekly. 

"So, do you want to tell me what that was all about?" 

"Ahh, it's a long story," she hesitated. 


"So? Does it look like I have a lot else to do?" 



"Not really, no, " she admitted. 

"So spill." He helped himself to some food and water and chucked some 
at her, which she picked at anxiously. His demeanour remained 
casual . 

"Umm, okay. Well, I went back to my house after you left anda€ 1 , " She 
continued to tell him of the events that had played out in his 
absence. She told him about her mother's death and how it led to 
Snotlout's proposal. She momentarily forgot about her account with 
the Nadder. She then finished with her account of her run in with 
Hiccup's dragon form, and how that led to her escaping to where they 
sat now. 

"I never even said yes," she sniffed in irritation. Hiccup was 
sitting cross legged with his elbows on his knees and his chin in his 
hands. His expression was calm and contemplative. 

"Well, my dear cousin certainly has grown since I left, and I'm not 
sure it's for the better," he thought aloud. 

She sighed, and began to attempt to fix up her ragged hair. "He has 
his good moments, he just hasn't got any filter between his head and 
his mouth. And his parents are horrid beings, I would suggest the 
proposal was more their idea than his. He just worships their 
opinion . " 

Hiccup nodded, agreeing with what she was saying, he was aware of the 
horrors that were Uncle Spitelout and Aunt Hilda. Looking back, 
Snotlout never had a chance . 

"He's going to be the chief in a few years you know," she commented, 
watching his reaction curiously. 

Hiccup's eyes flashed with alarm for a moment, but his face became 
calm again. 

"I never thought about that. I guess he would be the logical choice, " 
he replied, sounding slightly put out. 

Her head tilted in contemplation. "You are still the true heir, you 
know. If you went back, you would still have a valid claim to the 
chieftaincy . " 

"I don't want it," he sniffed in disdain, sitting up from his hunched 
position . 

"You'd really leave the village to Snotlout?" she asked in 
disbelief . 

"I already have," he said flatly. 

If she were in a better mood, she probably would have rolled her 
eyes. Instead, she scooted back so her back rested on the wall 
behind, and watched as Hiccup stood and began to tidy up some papers 
on the work bench at the side of the room. As he did so he talked 
over his shoulder to her. 

"Right, well, once you've got yourself sorted you can start heading 
back . " 



She blinked slowly, her face an image of frozen dread. 

"No, I can't go back." 

She saw his shoulders heave a sigh and he turned around to face her, 
leaning against the bench. She stumbled over her words. 

"The last time they saw me I released a deadly Night Fury, yelled at 
Snotlout, then disappeared into the woods. If I came back, they'd 
lock me up. Or worse, make me marry Snotlout." 

His forehead wrinkled with concern. "What will you do then?" 

"Same as you," she nodded in his direction. 

"No, you can't stay here," his brow furrowed further and she tried 
not to betray hurt as she watched his denial. 

"Why not?" 

His eyes, which were wandering around the room, came back down to 
meet hers. His voice was shaky as he spoke. 

"Look at me. Look at this," he gestured around the dingy room. "This 
isn't what you want. This isn't a real life. It's hiding in the 
shadows, stealing from your own village, waiting for some magic 
solution that will never come." 

His eyes held a barely contained pain, and she watched with a sullen 
but determined demeanour. 

He heaved a heavy sigh. "Go, you don't want to hang around 
here . " 

Her eyes fluttered in another wave of shock and she was about to spit 
back a response when there was an echoing bang and the door began to 
rattle. Astrid leapt up instantaneously, hand moving to grab her axe 
and, upon finding it missing, she was quick to grab the discarded 
sword that was still up against the wall. 

"No! You don't need to- a€ 1 oh here we go," Hiccup groaned, trudging 
after Astrid who had leapt out from behind the door, sword leading 
the way. 

As Astrid' s eyes adjusted to the light, she waved her sword about at 
anything that might be on the other side. Her vision cleared, and she 
found herself face to face with a Nadder. She stared at it for a 
moment and then her sword began to lower. 

"Stormf ly? " 

There was a tense paused as the dragon and the girl stared at each 
other, waiting for the other to make an aggressive move, but none 
came. The dragon made a crooning nose and head butted her softly in 
the chest. A bubble of laughter escaped her lips, and her hand 
reached up to rub the dragon's nose. They were interrupted by a snort 
from the entrance to the cavern. 


"Oh good, you haven't killed each other." 



Astrid stared at him with a disbelieving look. "That's all you have 
to say about this?" 

He shrugged. "I already knew you two had met." 

This time she actually rolled her eyes. "How did you know 
that ? " 

"She told me . " 

There was a flicker of surprise before Astrid remembered his claims 
to be able to speak Dragonese. Deciding to ignore him, she turned 
back to the dragon. 

"A girl? Of course. You're a good girl, aren't you?" Astrid 
cooed . 

Hiccup looked on with disbelief as he watched the ruthless girl 
mollycoddle the fearsome Deadly Nadder, who was practically wagging 
her tail like an excited puppy. 

"So how did Stormfly get here?" she eventually asked, turning to face 
Hiccup . 

"Stormfly?" he questioned. 

"Yeah, it's a little nickname I came up for her," she explained 
meekly . 

"Actually, her na-, " his words stuck in his throat as he saw the 
dragon give a pleading shake of her head over Astrid' s shoulder. 
"Never mind, " he muttered. 

She frowned at him before turning back to smile at the dragon. 

"So, uh, how we got herea€ 1 , " Hiccup began. Astrid' s attention 
returned to him. "Well, after our encounter at the village, I made a 
bit of an error and ended up at the Queen's nest." 

"The queen that wants you dead?" 

"Yeah, that one." 

Astrid scoffed, she was beginning to discover that this man attracted 
trouble no matter what he did. 

"So I ran into Toothless, the dragon that cursed me, and he hid me 
until we found a way for me to escape. As it turned out, that way was 
Sky- err, Stormfly." 

"She helped you escape?" 

"Yah," he nodded solemnly. 

"I like you even more now," Astrid admitted to her new friend. The 
dragon crowed happily. 

She stepped back from the Nadder and she suddenly remembered the 
sword that was still in her left hand. Hiccup noticed it too and shot 



her a questioning look. 


"Ah, I stole it off a villager, Eirik I think, to set you free, " she 
smiled sheepishly. 

He chuckled. "Well, since you insist on staying, fancy a 
spar ? " 

"What are the stakes?" she grinned mischievously. 

"Loser makes dinner." 

" You ' re on . " 

She tossed the sword between her two hands, deliberating between 
using her stronger but not as skilled left hand, or her weaker right 
hand. She decided to start with the right. She looked up and 
momentarily wondered what Hiccup would use. He reached down to pull a 
compact cylinder from his pant leg, and her face dropped as she 
remembered what it was. He flicked a button and the flames leapt out 
from the sword. 

"No fair, " she groaned. 

"We never specified what weapon, and this is all I have." There was a 
pause. "Except the kitchen knife." 

Her response was to roll her shoulders back and stand in a defensive 
pose. Stormfly looked at the two and let out a panicked squawk in 
Hiccup's direction. He paused and turned in her direction, making 
varied grunts, growls and whistles as he spoke in a garbled tongue. 

It was the first time she had seen a human speak the language of 
dragons, and she was momentarily taken aback. She had just enough 
time to notice Stormfly relax and back away before Hiccup was onto 
her . 

He had taken advantage of her moment of distraction, and she let out 
a frustrated growl as she moved to defend herself. Some may say that 
fighting with a flaming and a very well sharpened sword was 
dangerous. Some would also say it was unchivalrous to attack when 
your opponent was not ready. But they were Vikings, and none of this 
ever occurred to them, so they threw themselves into the fight as if 
it were a game. Astrid's weakened wrist shrieked at the pressure of 
holding off Hiccup's attack and she could feel the heat radiating 
from the flames licking out from the blade. She twisted the blade and 
threw him off her. Not giving him time to recover she lunged at him, 
only to find he had extremely quick reflexes and he met her in the 
middle. Another sharp pain shot through her wrist and her face pulled 
into a grimace. She pulled out of the attack and with a swift 
flourish she swapped to her left hand. By the time that had happened 
he was on her again. They continued in such a manner, neither really 
gaining any ground. 

Astrid was taken aback by how well Hiccup could hold his own, 
considering how uncoordinated he was when she last knew him. She 
shouldn't have been surprised really, so many things had changed, why 
not his athletic ability? He took his sword in two hands and took a 
powerful swing. She was quick to bring up her sword to block it, but 
not being quite as coordinated with her left hand and she met his 
sword at slightly the wrong angle and it glanced off her blade. She 



then squeaked and quickly ducked as a flaming sword nearly singed off 
her hair, and maybe a bit more of her. 

"Sorry!" he called breathlessly. Instead of replying she attacked him 
with a new zest. They continued to trade parries and blows. They were 
so absorbed in their battle that they did not notice they were slowly 
moving away from where they had originally stood and were slowly 
making their way to the other side of the cove. She took another 

swing at him and he met her blade from the side so their blades were 

interlocked. She looked him in the eye and gave him a dazzling smile. 

His eyebrows went up and they both leant harder into their locked 

blades. Suddenly Astrid's hand slipped, and she lost her balance. The 
change in the angle of the blade caught Hiccup off guard and he 
abruptly joined her as they tumbled over. 

There is one problem with travelling from one side of the cove to the 
other. There is a stream in the middle. There was a shocked gasp as 
Astrid hit the cold water, joined by a masculine groan as Hiccup 
landed on top of her. There was series of splutters and burbles as 
the two tried to untangle themselves. Hiccup managed to stand up, 
only to slip over and land back in the stream next to her. There was 
a shocked pause, then they both burst into laughter. They were 
interrupted by a loud squawk and they looked up to find the dragon 
watching them with great amusement. Another series of chuckles 
followed. This time Astrid stood up and she held out a hand, which he 
was quick to take, and pulled Hiccup out of the water. She then 
picked up the two swords, the flame having been put out by the water, 
and threw them onto the dry ground. He gave her a grateful smile then 
began to pull off his sopping armour and shirt. Astrid's eyes quickly 
found something else to stare intently at. He kicked is boots off and 
emptied the water out of them before wringing out his 
shirt . 

"_Pleased with yourself?" _Stormfly mocked. 

"_Shut up, Stormf ly_, he sniffed back, mocking her with her new 

name . 

Astrid began to peel off her extra clothing until she was down to 
just her shirt and skirt. She then sat down and began to wring them 
out as well. 

"How about we call it a draw?" he asked as he came to sit down next 
to her. 

"Nope, we're having a rematch." She continued to wring out her 
clothes before standing up to lie them out in the sun to dry. She 
then turned around to look where Hiccup was sitting with his back to 
her. He wasn't particularly muscly, not in the Viking way, but still 
looked quite toned and had stringy muscles that you could see 
stretched across his shoulder blades. They were then coated with a 
splattering of freckles. But that wasn't what caught her attention. 
What drew her gaze was the long gash along his left shoulder. It was 
dark red with dried blood and beginning to heal, but still looked 
gruesome. When Astrid looked closer she was caused to wince. It was 
quite obvious that the cut was a deep rope burn, a reminder of her 
encounter with him back at the village. He turned around to see what 
was taking so long and she quickly blinked and looked away, giving a 
little shake of her head. He gave her a questioning smile and she 
smiled back, reassuring him. Her mind scrambled for something to talk 



about. Eventually something popped up. 


"So, you never told me how you ended up teaming with that dragon that 
cursed you. What did you call him?" 

"Toothless. To be honest, I'm not entirely sure. I don't think he 
really knows either. I kind of passed out when I reached the nest, 
and I woke up to find him hiding and protecting me in his cave. Gods 
know how we got there." 

She frowned, not really understanding. "Doesn't he hate you?" 

"No, he says because I spared his life, he would spare mine, but that 
doesn't really account for all the extra help he's been giving 


"Maybe he's expecting something back from you," she suggested. 

He shrugged and began to pull at the grass. 

"What is it?" she sighed, feeling very sick of all his mysteries and 
secrets . 

"He, and Stormfly, believe I am the 'boy of prophecy'." 

"You mentioned something about that earlier." 

"Yeah, apparently I'm destined to bring down the Queen." 

"Huh. And the other dragons want that?" 

"Most, yeah. They're too scared for themselves to do anything about 
it though. Then there are those like Toothless and Stormfly, who are 
willing to risk their lives to protect me. It's crazy, and I don't 
really understand it myself." 

Astrid just shook her head. She then leant back and stretched out her 
body, narrowing her eyes against the glaring of the sun. After a 
heaved sigh Hiccup joined her, and they lay side by side as they 
dried off. Astrid was reminded of the time she lay in a similar 
position less than a week ago. At that time, she was stuck in the 
cove with a mysterious man who hid dragon eyes behind a leather mask. 
It was in that moment she finally convinced him to remove his mask, 
to reveal a scared boy underneath. A boy from her past. 

Now, things weren't as different as they seemed. Yes, she had learnt 
so much more about Hiccup and had become a lot closer to him, but she 
was still trapped. This time she wasn't held captive because of 
injury, but by her own people, the people she had grown with and 
respected. Now she was left to hide with a man she once saw as the 
enemy but now was her only friend. She peered over at the boy, 
studying the freckles that lined his shoulders and imagined joining 
them to make pictures. 

He swivelled his head round to look at her and she was once again 
woken from her reminiscing. 

"I'll cook dinner," she broke the silence. 

He gave her a small smile then lulled his head back and closed his 



eyes, sleeping like a cat in the sun. 


**How many of you forgot what happened last time? Sorry. Some really 
interesting things happen next chapter. I guess that's when we start 
to really enter the next plot arc. Danana. Pretty please review that 
would just make my day. We're not far off a hundred reviews now, a 
record for me. Hope to be back soon. My computer's still broken, 
which certainly does not help. ** 


12 . Hiding 

**Hiya! So, this time I have an excuse. As I told a fair few of my 
reviewers, I took my computer in and got it fixed. So tada! I'm back. 
But I only got my laptop back last Friday. Which means I'm a bit 
behind schedule so there could possibly be a large break before the 
next chapter, depending how quickly school calms down. Just so you're 
not confused I thought I'd quickly explain the system I've got going. 
I'm actually finishing Chapter 15 at the moment. Ideally, I'd have 
six buffer chapters between what I'm writing and what I'm posting, 
but I didn't want to keep you guys waiting too long. But that means 
I've got to catch up again now that I (hopefully) have more time. So 
here we go. Please enjoy!** 

_ Chapter 11- Hiding_ 

The two lazed around in the sun until the cove was cast in the shade 
of the evening light. Their clothes were still a bit on the moist 
side but were not going to dry anymore in the daylight, so they 
decided to head inside. They brought in their drying outer clothes, 
and Hiccup pulled on a spare shirt. 

"I'll need to get myself some spare clothes," Astrid 
commented . 

Hiccup frowned. "You'd have plenty of spare clothes back at the 
village . " 

Astrid chose to ignore him and began rummaging around the cupboards 
for something to cook with. Looking at the basic ingredients she had 
at her disposal, she decided a simple broth with bread would have to 
do. She got to work while Hiccup lay out the clothing to dry by the 
fire. Once he had done that, he pulled out his notebook and began to 
sketch. He was quite absorbed in his work and appeared to be quite 
content. Astrid got the water boiling over the fire and began to add 
some of the basic herbs and spices she found in the cupboards. 

Once she ran out of things to do, she came around to peer over his 
shoulder. He gave her a shy glance before looking back down at his 
work. Her brow furrowed at his sketches, trying to decipher them. She 
had never seen anything like it. 

"What is it?" she eventually asked. 

"The nest," he replied simply, not taking his eyes off his work. 

She studied them closely, and she didn't like what she saw. It was so 
dark and gloomy, with so many dragons. 

"Stormfly lived there?" 



"Yup, and Toothless is still stuck there." 

"I bet he would do almost anything to escape that place," she 
contemplated . 

There was a thoughtful pause. "Yeah, I would think so." 

He briefly looked up from his work when he heard an odd sound. 

"Ah, your pots boiling over." 

There was a series of curses as Astrid tried to stop the mixture 
bubbling over the sides of the pot, and once that was fixed the two 
returned to entertaining themselves. 

After a few more interesting moments with the broth, dinner was 
finally ready. Astrid had rummaged around and found bowls and spoons, 
and she handed one over to Hiccup. She also served up some bread to 
go with it. Hiccup looked down at the bowl and gave a slight frown, 
but quickly wiped it off his face. 

"Looks lovely." 

She grinned up at him. They both took a mouthful at the same time, 
and there was a great pause as they both savoured the flavour. Astrid 
was the first to spit it out, but Hiccup was quick to follow. 

"Okay that was disgusting, " she stated. 

Hiccup was busy wiping the flavour off his tongue with a piece of 
bread . 

"How could soup taste that bad?" Hiccup eventually spoke, still 
pulling faces. 

She glowered at him. "I cooked for my mother all the time thank you 
very much . " 

"Is that how she died?" he commented, his sarcastic side getting the 
better of him. 

There was a shocked inhalation and then a tense pause. Hiccup was 
about to start to start stumbling over himself to apologise when she 
began to giggle. 

"That was low," she said through her giggles. 

He gave a relieved smile but still watched her warily. He went to 
open his mouth again but Astrid interrupted him. 

"Really, it's fine," she said curtly. 

He rose his hands up in surrender and then went back to pulling apart 
the bread. Astrid sighed and put the bowl to the side, then began 
consuming the bread herself. After eating their fill Hiccup returned 
to his sketch book and Astrid cleaned up, using the act as an apology 
for the lack of a proper meal. He then went up to his desk and began 
flicking through papers. Astrid paused and watched him for a moment 
before deciding to let him be. Instead she headed outside to have a 



private moment with Stormfly, who was looking very alone. 


Night began to fall and Hiccup gave Astrid a small wave before 
disappearing up the edge of the cliff, Astrid watching in awe as he 
scaled it with ease. She went to sleep on the warm wood, the 
occasional whistle from the sleeping Nadder outside lulling her to 
sleep. In the dozy moments before the darkness encased her, she 
couldn't help but notice this was the most comfortable she had been 
in a long time. 


Astrid awoke with the feeling that something was wrong. She struggled 
through the sleepy haze to identify the source of discomfort, but it 
did not immediately make itself apparent. Instead she sat up and 
rubbed sleepily at her bed-head hair. She looked around the room to 
assess her surroundings, still feeling something gnawing at the back 
of her mind. She could see daylight shining through the cracks of the 
door, and turned to find Hiccup fast asleep next to her. She tried to 
stifle a giggle as she got a very good view of the inside of his 
mouth, his maw hanging wide open as he slept. 

That's when she heard it. It was a very small noise, only noticeable 
in the silence of the morning. There was the sound of a pebble 
trickling down the side of the rock face, followed a little later by 
male voices. She froze, her eyes travelling upwards despite the fact 
that all she could see was a dark roof. Then she sprang into action. 
She began shoving Hiccup in the shoulder, causing him to groan and 
mumble something unintelligible. 

"Get up, you lazy duck-faced troll, " she hissed. 

That woke him up. "Duck-faced troll?" he questioned in 
amusement . 

"Shh!" She pointed upwards. 

His eyes followed her finger, and with his hearing being even more 
sensitive than hers, he was quick to catch on. 

"Will they be able to find us?" she whispered. 

"No," he said. "This cave isn't visible from above. They'll only find 
us if they climb down here, and why would they do that?" 

"Why aren't you whispering?" she responded, her voice still in hushed 
tones . 

He began to chuckle, earning him a very pointed look. "You really 
think they will be able to hear us from up there? They're Vikings. 
Finesse is not their strong suit." 

Astrid pursed her lips and glared at him, but then her eyebrows rose 
as she remembered something. 

"Stormfly!" she exclaimed. 

The two ran to the door and very carefully pried it open. Astrid 
stuck her head out and peered around. It quickly became apparent that 
the party of Berkians were right above their heads. She then turned 



her head to find Stormfly pressed up against the wall to her left, 
eyes cast upwards. 

"Stormfly!" she hissed under her breath. 

The dragon's yellow eyes flashed to meet hers. Astrid waved for her 
to come over. Stormfly 's went upwards again, then looked back at her. 
She slowly began to creep forward, her body almost scraping along the 
rock face as she went. Astrid stuck her head back in the cave. 

"What are we going to do with her?" she asked quickly. 

Hiccup paused for a moment of contemplation, eyes darting around the 
room . 

"She's going to have to come in here," he said softly. 

Astrid' s eyes bulged as she studied the size of the cave. It was 
fairly large, but not dragon sized large. It was going to be an 
incredibly tight squeeze. 

"Help me with the door would you?" was her response, and they swiftly 
but silently began to creep the door open to make a dragon sized gap. 
Stormfly was waiting patiently on the other side so Astrid gestured 
for her to come in. The Nadder hesitated, noting how small the space 
was. Astrid was persistent though, so Stormfly could do nothing but 
obey . 

As the Deadly Nadder squeezed into the small gap Hiccup and Astrid 
were forced to throw themselves out of the way of oncoming spines, 
limbs and tail. There was a crash as a pot was knocked over and they 
all winced, eyes automatically flickering upwards. Then Astrid was 
made to duck as a tail flicked around and almost wiped her out, 
causing her to roll out of the cave momentarily. As the sun hit her 
skin she froze, then quickly rolled back against the wall and held 
her breath. 


"Astrid?!" a voice called out, sounding a bit like Tuffnut, but she 
wasn't sure. She gave a sharp inhalation and remained up against the 
wall, pretending she didn't exist. 

"Astrid?!" another voice called in a similar tone. Her faced pulled 
into strained lines as she hoped sillily that they might just ignore 
her and go away. 

Her name was called again, but strangely it got further away. Her 
face slowly relaxed into a confused expression. The voices got even 
further away. They were just her search party. They didn't actually 
see her, they were just looking for her. She began to breathe a sigh 
of relief. 

"Astrid? ! " 

She jumped as the voice came right from beside her, her arm 
automatically extending out and punching hard. Her eyes focused to 
find Hiccup knocked on the ground, rubbing the left side of his chest 
grimacing . 


"Hiccup, don't do that!" she yelled at him. 



"Ow, " he replied. 


"Seriously I thought you one of the villagers!" she continued to 
shout . 

"Shh, " he hushed. 

"Don't shush me!" 

"They could still be nearby," he continued, halting Astrid's loud 
ranting . 

"Oh, right," she said much more softly, looking a bit sheepish. 

"Sorry . " 

He stood up and shrugged it off. "Nothing new." 

There was a creaking noise and they both turned to look at the dragon 
crammed into the room. 

"You can come out now," Astrid smiled at her. 

The Nadder managed to tilt her head a little bit in question, so 
Hiccup repeated the request in Dragonese. In response the Nadder 
quickly burst out of the room, more things clattering to the ground. 
Astrid cupped her hand over her mouth trying to keep from bursting 
out laughing, it was quite a comedic sight. Stormfly went straight to 
Astrid, nuzzling her as if to ask if she were alright. She grinned 
down at the bright blue and yellow dragon, letting her know she was 
just fine. 

"Are they likely to come back?" she asked. 

Hiccup shook his head. "This is already quite out of their way, 
they'll take a shorter route back." 

She nodded. She then began to mull over what to do next. Hiccup went 
and grabbed some of his papers he had been fiddling with the night 
before, then sat by the stream and continued working on them. Knowing 
how absorbed Hiccup became in these things she didn't even bother to 
say anything. 

Instead she wandered around inside for a bit, chewing on her 
breakfast, then came across her stolen sword. Well, it wasn't her 
axe, but it was something. She began practising with it, swinging, 
stabbing and blocking. She'd occasionally swipe at a tree root or a 
moss covered rock but mostly she aimed for imaginary 
targets . 

Stormfly watched Astrid for a bit before growing bored and wandering 
over to Hiccup's side. 

"_Is she killing things again?"_ Hiccup asked, briefly looking up 
from his work. 

"—Apparently, she sighed. There was a moment of silence as Hiccup 
continued to scribble away and Stormfly glanced around 
awkwardly . 

"_Why 'Stormfly'?" _Hiccup broke the silence. 



Stormfly was slow to respond, not quite comprehending the question 
for a moment. Hiccup sat up and watched her patiently. 

"_It ' s time for change, time for me to change. Sky Song was my name 
in the nest. It makes me feel like _she _owns me. This name has so 
much more meaning. Given to me in love by a human. The rebellion is 
beginning, and I've chosen my side."_ 

Hiccup nodded slowly. 

"_That and it is so much cooler. Makes me sound fierce. 

Hiccup grinned. "_Fair enough. 

Stormfly peered down at the sketches and scribbles. "_I never really 
understood human's need to write things down. What are you working 
on?"_ 


_"Our memories aren't as good as dragons'," _Hiccup responded. "_It ' s 
a tailfin design, for Toothless. 

_ "You want to fix Shadow Stalker's tail?"_ 

_ "Yup."_ 

_ "Will that work?" _she questioned. 

_"We'll see. It may take a bit of fiddling. 

The dragon looked incredulous, but wouldn't say it was impossible. 
Hiccup sniffed and went back to his rapid 
scribbling . 


_"Daddy! What's that one?" _ 

_ "Not now son, " Stoick growled, heaving a rolled bola up into the 
arms of a waiting villager who flung it at an approaching Gronckle. 

It was a chilly autumn night, but the village was bathed in a warm 
orange glow, flames spitting out from many of the buildings. _ 

_ 6 year old Hiccup fell sullen for a moment before catching sight of 
another dragon. "What's that one?!" He began to run towards it. _ 

_ "Hiccup! Get inside now ! "_ 

_ The boy stopped in his tracks, turning sulkily around and began 
heading back towards the forge, where he was often dumped at times 
like these. He paid no attention the Nadder that spat flames all over 
the ground behind him. Stoick groaned in frustration as he watched 
his son's ignorance to danger, before being called away to another 
problem. _ 

_ Hiccup found raids terribly exciting, and dragons incredibly 
interesting. Apparently other Berkians didn't share the same opinion. 
As a very small child, he was terrified of dragons, but now he was 
older that fear turned into fascination. 



_ He trudged into the forge, accidentally knocking a bucket over, 
announcing his arrival to Gobber. _ 

_ "Evening Hiccup!" the blacksmith called without ever checking who 
was in the doorway. Hiccup had always believed Gobber had special 
powers . _ 

_ Hiccup sighed and stood on his tip-toes so he could see out of the 
window. His eyes lit up as he saw the same type of dragon he had been 
questioning his father about earlier. _ 

_ "Gobber, what's that one!?"_ 

_ Gobber paused his hammering for a moment and squinted to identify 
the dragon. _ 

_ "That's a Hideous Zippleback, " he explained, before returning to 
his work. _ 

_ Hiccup watched the two heads twine around a tower, a green gas 
billowing out of on head while another waited for an opportune moment 
to light it. Just behind the sparking Zippleback head there was a 
flitter of darkness over the stars. Hiccup's small head followed the 
flicker, his mouth beginning to open wide in wonder. He was about to 
call out to Gobber when a high pitch whistling noise interrupted him. 
He saw the flicker again, then there was a purple blast that blew 
apart a nearby watch tower. There were shouts as men jumped from the 
falling building, but Hiccup only had eyes for the dragon. _ 

_ "Night Fury, " Gobber said softly, having moved to stand right 
behind Hiccup. His face was dark as he watched the village burn. 
Hiccup's eyes were big as he stared at the blacksmith. _ 

_ "I want one," Hiccup responded, not quite understanding Gobber 's 
expression. _ 

_ There was a short, dark pause, then Gobber shook his head. "Do you 
now? Well, you better get to work if you want to catch one of those. 
Help me with this axe would you?"_ 

_ The small boy, having been successfully distracted, tottered over 
to the work bench and began to assist Gobber, handing him the right 
tools as he needed them. However, his attention kept being 
momentarily pulled away from his work as he heard a screech, a flash 
of purple light and then an explosion. _ 


Hiccup shook himself out of his daydream and peered down to where his 
pencil was frozen on the page. Many things had changed between that 
time and now, but Hiccup couldn't help but smile at the thought that 
he may just be about to be in the possession of a Night Fury. Not 
that he would ever tell Toothless that. And that was only if his plan 
worked, and he knew all too well how often that happened. 

He finished a final line on the diagram and held it up so he could 
have a final look at the finished piece. He smiled, it looked good, 
all he needed were measurements. 


"Hello?" a strange voice called from a distance. Hiccup's eyes 



flashed up and he quickly identified a figure approaching the edge of 
the cove. He then turned his gaze to Astrid who was frozen in a 
horrified trance, her sword hanging limp in her hand. 

"Quick, get inside!" Hiccup hissed. The dragon and the girl followed 
him into the cave. There was a similar routine to that morning, 
except Astrid managed to stay in the cave this time. She found 
herself near the door, and she slit it open a crack so she could peer 
out . 

"Shoot, it's Fishlegs, " she whispered to Hiccup. She continued to 
watch the large man wander right to the edge of the cove. 

"Astrid, are you in here!?" he called out. 

She kept silent, hoping the boy would give up and go away. Instead he 
leant over the edge and began climbing down. Her heart started to 
pound in her chest as she watched on nervously. Suddenly he slipped 
and found himself hanging precariously over the edge, rocks tumbling 
ominously down the cliff face beneath him. 

"Ahh, Astrid?! If you're in here I could really use some help right 
now ! " 

"Damn, " Astrid cursed. 

* *Clif f-hanger ! Literally! So I'll try not to keep you in 
anticipation for too long, but we'll see how we go. Thank you for 
reading and reviewing. Oh! And can I say how chuffed I am at all the 
positive comments I've been receiving recently. Thank you for letting 
me in on your thoughts! ** 

** Oh, I nearly forgot. I just got a Tumblr account under the same 
name, so feel free to check me out. I have no idea what I'm doing, 
but I'll work it out. :)** 

** Guest Reviews:** 

** Noctus Fury: Well, there you go, flashback. And there are plenty 
more in the near future. Oh how I do enjoy those scenes. Good humour? 
That's always nice to know. My sense of humour is a little bit on the 
wacky side, so it is interesting to see how it comes across. See you 
' round ! * * 

** KindaLikeShadow : Ooh, I'm glad you picked that up. I was wondering 
if anybody would notice that. It's called Mirror Image because Hiccup 
is seeing what was going on in his own head when he was first 
'cursed' reflected in Astrid, but he is trying to convince her to do 
the opposite of what he did and go back to the village. Does he 
realise it? I don't know. I think on a level he does, but not 
entirely consciously. Thanks for asking!** 

** Yes, broken computers are a pain. But mine is fixed now! I love 
the flashbacks too! They're my favourite bit to write. You stick to 
your made-up word, it could be the next big thing. Maybe you're the 
next Shakespeare!** 

**For Fiery Mane ad Shadowy Scales: Sorry for making you cry! Yeah, 
I'm still not entirely sure I liked that decision in the story, but I 
like the ending and I'm going to stick by it. I never viewed the 



Twins' ending in that way, but I guess that's pretty much what 
they're gonna do. Gosh, what have I done? *horrified look turns into 
evil smirk* Muhahaha ! Yeah, I guess Snotlout dies of old age a few 
years later. Meh . Please take as much chocolate as you need, and I 
promise The Night's Fury is not going to end that way. I've made a 
promise to myself I wouldn't let that happen. Instead I've let all my 
lust for tragedy loose in the couple of one shots I've written. So 
watch out if you read any of those! Thank you for the compliments and 
seeing the good through the sadness. Hope to see you around. 

: ) ** 


13. Visitor 

** *throws hands up in air* I don't even.. Justa€ 1 Nope. Anyway, 
here's chapter twelve. Things are starting to get interesting. 

: ) ** 


_ Chapter 12- Visitor_ 

"No Astrid, wait!" Hiccup called out, but it was already too late. 

She was out the door and running over to where Fishlegs was hanging 
precariously above her. She paused and stared up at the large man, 
who was sweating profusely and his breaths were coming out in 
heaves . 

"Hold on Fishlegs!" she called out. 

"Oh, Astrida€ 1 Thank gods!" he said through heavy pants. 

Hiccup had managed to climb out of the cramped cave and came to stand 
beside Astrid with Stormfly in tow. Her eyes flashed from him, to 
Fishlegs, back to him. She rocked back and forth on her heels, not 
quite sure where to go next. 

"What can we do?" she turned to Hiccup. His face grew still for a 
moment while he thought, then he turned and talked in gibberish to 
the dragon. Stormfly squawked back and took a few steps back. Astrid 
growled in frustration. 

"What's happening?!" she asked shrilly. 

"It's going to be awkward, but Stormfly is going to try and grab 
him. " 

As he said this, said dragon took to the air and began to circle 
above Fishlegs. 

"What's she waiting for?" she shouted. 

"She can't hover, she has to do a very well timed sweep past him and 
grab him," Hiccup explained overly calmly. "Where's a Gronckle when 
you need it?" he then added under his breath. 

"What was that?" 

"Never mind." 


Astrid watched nervously, her hand shading her eyes from the sun as 
she stared upwards. Stormfly did one more loop, then lowered her 



elevation. She came down next to the sheer cliff, her wings angled at 
45 degrees as she glided dangerously close to the tall rock. She saw 
the man, sweat dripping from his chubby face and clinging to his 
blond stubble. The whites of his eyes grew as he felt the large 
shadow sweep over him. He saw the flash of yellow belly scales, 
giving out an embarrassingly shrill exclamation as he felt the claws 
grasp around his middle. He squeezed his eyes shut and felt himself 
tumble and his stomach curl in on itself, the wind slapping the sweat 
soaked skin of his face. No life flashed before his eyes, just a 
seeping feeling of terror. 

Then, before he had fully comprehended what had happened to him, he 
was on solid ground. Astrid ran straight to him, shaking the 
shoulders of the large man who was collapsed on the 
ground . 

"Fishlegs! Are you okay?" 

His blue eyes snapped open, and he shook his head before sitting up, 
his expression almost comical. There was a shocked silence from 
Fishlegs, and an anxious silence from Astrid. She chewed on her lip 
and watched him nervously. Eventually his head cleared. 

"I was right!" he shouted, jumping up, throwing his fist in the air 
and whooping loudly. Stormfly, who was standing back warily, jumped 
in surprise, eyeing the new human with distrust. 

Astrid blinked slowly in confusion. "Sorry?" 

"I thought I was going mad. I could have sworn I saw you with a 
Deadly Nadder that morning before your mother's funeral. And here it 
is." He gestured to Stormfly. 

Astrid had to close her mouth. "Uh, yeah you caught me," she laughed 
nervously . 

Her posture suddenly stiffened when she noticed someone had been 
absent for their exchange. 

"Where ' sa€ 1 ? " she began, looking around the cove, but faded off when 
she couldn't find him. 

"Ah, excuse me for a minute." She took off at a run towards the 
cave . 

"Uh, Astrida€l?" Fishlegs began, eyeing Stormfly in a shifty fashion, 
shuffling further away from the dragon who watched him with a fixed 
stare. Astrid was already gone. 

Astrid reached the door of the cave when it suddenly opened, 
revealing a figure that caused her heart to flutter. He wore his full 
armour, including his leather helmet. It was silly, she knew it was 
Hiccup, but the helmet had so many memories of fear attached to it 
she found it hard to stare him in the eye. 

"Really?!" she hissed quietly to him. 

"Astrid? Who's this?" Fishlegs, who had chickened out and followed 
Astrid to the cave, questioned. 



"Oh, uh . Fishlegs, this is, uma€ 1 " 


"Einar, " Hiccup supplied stretching out his hand. 

Astrid tried not to flinch at the false name. She knew what it meant. 
_Lone warrior. _ 

Fishlegs narrowed his eyes and stared at the mysterious 
figure . 

"Einara€ 1 You sound awfully familiar." His gaze was 
suspicious . 

"Hah, I get that a lot," Hiccup spoke with ease. 

"I'm sure you do," Fishlegs commented coldly. "Astrid, who is he to 
you? " 

"A friend," she said flippantly. 

"I think you two need to work on your story," Fishlegs replied, 
crossing his arms across his chest. He was then caused to jump in 
surprise, hot Nadder breath being blown down the back of his 
neck . 

"Thor almighty!" he exclaimed, his hand flying to his chest as he 
turned around to find beady yellow eyes in his face. 

"Ignore her, she's just being protective," Astrid explained. 

"Oh, of course," he replied, put out. 

"So, Fishlegs, how did you find us?" Hiccup asked, getting straight 
to the point. 

"I caught a glimpse of Astrid with this Nadder back at the village, 
and my thoughts about that were only supported by what she did with 
that Night Fury. Then when I was out with a search party earlier 
today, I thought I saw a glimpse of a blue Nadder tail. It was a long 
shot, but I'm a curious man." 

"You mean you're a sticky beak," Astrid commented dryly. 

"Maybea€ 1 " Fishlegs admitted. 

Suddenly his hand went to his side pouch and he winced. He pulled it 
off his belt and took out its contents. It was a variety of food 
stuffs, all made to last a long time, and all mangled into a single 
mass . 

"I brought food but, ahh, it's a bit squashed." 

Astrid eyed the food for a minute, then began to giggle, which was 
quickly joined by a chuckle from underneath the leather helmet. 
Fishlegs' eyes travelled from one laughing individual to the other, 
then even he cracked a smile, albeit a somewhat nervous one. 

"Come on, I think we can lend you some food, " Hiccup informed 
him . 



"Oh! I don't need any, I brought it for Astrid." 

"Just come in, " Astrid invited. 

"Oh, I don't knowa€ 1 Hey what's this?" Fishlegs walked over to where 
Hiccup's designs lay strewn across the grass after his hasty 
retreat . 

"Ah, that's just-" 

"A mechanic tailfin design, yes?" 

Fishlegs turned to look at Hiccup, who hid a shocked expression under 
his mask. There was a pause. 

"Yes, I guess it is." 

"What type of dragon? Looks a little bit like a Monstrous 
Nightmare's, but not quite right. It's shorter and more compact, less 
spines . " 

There was another shocked pause. Hiccup's hand came to rub the back 
of his neck and he walked up to where Fishlegs stood looking down at 
the design. 

"It's for a Night Fury," he admitted. 

"You've gotten that close to one?! What do they look like?" 

Astrid groaned. They were in a potential crisis here, and the two 
supposed strangers were busy talking dragon nerd talk to each other. 
She couldn't care less. She decided to head inside, but continued to 
listen to the conversation in case she had to intervene. Hiccup began 
to describe his encounter. 

"He was beautiful, elegant and absolutely terrifying. He was the 
embodiment of the night, and his eyes were a piercing green that were 
full of fury. And hurt. And loneliness." 

Astrid held still, her eyes glistening as she listened to the 
description. If she hadn't known better, she could almost believe he 
was talking about himself, not a powerful Night Fury. Her heart ached 
a little. 

"Wowa€ 1 " Fishlegs breathed. "You have to give me some 
pictures ! " 

"We ' 11 see . " 

There was a brief silence. Fishlegs spoke first. 

"But I'm missing the big question here. Why are you designing a 
tailfin for a Night Fury?" 

Astrid continued to listen intently. It was a good question. She 
hadn't even realised that was what he was doing. 

"Oh, uh, it's a long story. You wouldn't understand." 

She could almost see Fishlegs pout at this. 



"Well, I may not know who you are, but these are some seriously 
clever designs. Gobber would be thrilled with these." 

"Would he?" Hiccup asked in amusement. 

"Most definitely." 

"Maybe I should meet hima€ 1 " Hiccup speculated. 

"You're not from around here?" 

"No. Definitely not." 

Astrid sighed and ran her fingers through her hair. She thought she 
was finally getting through with him, making a connection. Yet here 
he was, talking to a childhood mate like a lone traveller. A foreign 
nomad. No ties, no connections, no family. She kept telling herself 
that it was just make-believe, that it was just a story he was making 
up for Fishlegs, but his words rang with truth. Astrid recomposed 
herself and went back outside. 

"Come on guys, it's getting cold out here." 


_10 year old Hiccup walked with his head down, his hands busy 
fiddling with his latest gadget. Gobber was helping him make it, 
taking Hiccup's great ideas and scaling them down into something more 
achievable. This latest invention was an anti-burglar device, to keep 
unwanted visitors out of the house. The first prototype had issues 
with its deactivation, meaning Stoick had been pelted with pebbles 
when he had entered the house. After a solid scolding. Hiccup took 
the device back to Gobber 's shop and got the blacksmith to help him 
with the calibration issues. Gobber may not have been as creative as 
Hiccup, but he sure knew what he was doing. _ 

_ After helping Hiccup and giving him a slap on the back for 
encouragement, Gobber sent the young boy on his way. Hiccup continued 
to play with the catapult like device on his way home, ignoring the 
villagers that gave him strange looks or shouted at him to watch 
where he was going. The device went flying out of his hands as a 
bulky figure, a bit taller than him, rammed into his shoulder. _ 

_ "Watch it Useless, " an all too familiar voice called as Hiccup bent 
over to gather up the scattered pieces. _ 

_ Hiccup looked up to find himself looking at his cousin and his 
group of friends, all around Hiccup's age. A few of them cackled with 
laughter before walking off, leaving Hiccup in the dust. _ 

_ "Snotface, " Hiccup muttered to the ground as he gathered the last 
of the pieces. He came out of his squat to find one member of the 
group had stayed behind. It was a rather large boy, even bigger than 
Snotlout with thin chunks of blond hair sticking out from underneath 
his helmet. Hiccup knew his name was Fishlegs, but had never actually 
spoken to him. He was just the beefy boy that lingered at the back of 
Snotlout 's group. _ 

_ "What is it?" Fishlegs asked. _ 



"Pardon?" Hiccup blurted, trying to balance the pieces in his arms. 


_ "What is that?" he pointed to the bits of metal and wood._ 

_ Hiccup watched the boy suspiciously, but answered him. "It's a home 
defence system, it pelts rocks at anyone who opens the door without 
deactivating it . "_ 

_ "Cool! Did Gobber help you with that?"_ 

_ Hiccup kept waiting for the put downs to come, but couldn't resist 
the chance to talk about his inventions with someone, "Yeah, but I 
designed it myself. 

_ "Was it your idea for the pulley system that operates the gearing 
for the catapult?"_ 

_ "Yeah."_ 

_ The chubby boy's face was lit with excitement, but then he looked 
up to find Tuffnut coming their way. He coughed awkwardly and 
recomposed his expression into blank one. _ 

_ "See you round Hiccup, " the boy said in a gruffer voice, before 
walking off with Tuffnut. _ 

_ Hiccup sighed and stared down at his broken gadget. "See 
you . 


Fishlegs' mouth hung open 

"This is some set up." 

"Thought it could be made 
commented, sitting on the 


as he stared around the room. 


better with a few more chairs, " Astrid 
floor . 


Hiccup began to light the fire in the pit while Astrid patted the 
spot next to her, looking up at Fishlegs. He complied and heaved down 
next to her and they sat in silence for a moment watching 
Hiccup . 


"I've got to go grab some firewood," Hiccup stated, heading 
outside . 


"Is Stormfly right for food?" Astrid asked. 

Hiccup stuck his head out of the door and mumbled in his garbled 
speech, which got a short response. He briefly stuck his head back 
in . 

"All good." 

Astrid nodded and he left. The freshly lit fire crackled, filling in 
the silence. Fishlegs brow had furrowed briefly at Hiccup's strange 
exchange with the dragon, but did not fully comprehend what had come 
to pass. He then coughed and turned to Astrid with a strange 



urgency . 


"Are you 

"What do 

"Are you 
escape? " 

"No, no, 

Fishlegs ' 
satisfied 


okay?" He stared at her intently. 

you mean?" she asked, confused by his tone. 

being held against your will? Do we need to make a hasty 
His eyes were beady with intent. 

it's nothing like that," Astrid laughed off. 

posture relaxed a bit, but he did not look 


"There's something wrong with that man," he thought aloud. 

"Wrong?" she inquired. 

"Yes," he paused. "What is he hiding under the helmet?" 

Astrid tried not to grow tense, but her lips pressed tightly 
together. "He was scarred by a dragon. He's very self-conscious about 

it . " 


"Have you seen it?" 

"Yes, he never wears the helmet around me anymore, he's just wearing 
it for you . " 

She clasped her hands together and fiddled with her fingers. He tried 
not to stare at her, but his eyes kept returning to her. Eventually 
he shook his head. 


"I just don't understand. Who is he?" 

"A friend. Someone who doesn't ask me to change, who just lets me be 
what I want to be." 

"And you met how?" 

"Ah, not so dissimilar to how you did," she admitted reluctantly. 
"Except you're taking it a lot better than I did." 

He smiled to himself, responding to some unknown internal 
thoughts . 

"Well, I'm finding a lot of what I would have considered normal being 
questioned recently. I'm learning just to take it in my stride." 

She smiled wryly, "Sorry about that." 

"Aw, that's okay." He grinned meekly, fiddling with his 
pants . 

Hiccup was quick to return, his helmet firmly pulled over his face. 
After piling the wood near the fire pit, be set a pot over the fire, 
boiling some tea. They all remained silent until they had cups of tea 
in their hands. 


"So, Einar, what exactly do you do here?" Eishlegs asked, the name 



sounding false even to him. 


"Survive," he replied simply. 

"I think you do a bit more than that," Fishlegs said, his eyes 
travelling around the room filled with inventions. 

"That's just to keep me sane. I've been here a while." 

"How long is a while?" 

"Five years, give or take." Hiccup pushed his helmet up slightly so 
he could sip at the tea. 

"And what did you do before that?" the large man continued to 
question . 

Hiccup laughed darkly, "Oh, I had a whole different life. Well, not 
as different as I would have liked." 

"Oh?" 

"It often gets lonely, being me," he said softly. 

Astrid frowned down at her dark, swirling tea, but Fishlegs' next 
comment made her lift her head. 

"Not anymore. You don't look lonely to me. You have Astrid. And that 
dragon . " 

Hiccup's mouth pulled into grin, visible due to his partially lifted 
helmet. "Very true." 

Fishlegs suddenly turned to Astrid. "You know it just occurred to me 
that we've spent a large amount of time looking for you this week. Is 
this where you've been?" 

Astrid grinned sheepishly. "Yup." 

"Huh. Not a bad hiding spot." 

"It took five years for anyone to find me," Hiccup commented. 

"And look at what that's gotten me into," Astrid mocked. 

"You couldn't resist my charm and wit," he threw back. 

Fishlegs watched the two intently, his eyebrows raising as he played 
witness to their friendly exchange. He was originally very confused 
about the relationship between the two, but it was growing clearer 
and clearer. He leant back on one hand, a knowing look on his face as 
he listened to their banter. Fishlegs let his mind wonder. To him, 
the mask was a barrier, a way to hide something from him and keep him 
from ever truly knowing this Einar. But to Astrid, the mask didn't 
even appear to exist, it was like she could see through the mask to 
the man underneath, like she could read each expression with ease. 

She knew him well, or she thought she did. 

Fishlegs' thoughts were broken when the talking stopped and he looked 
up to see the two staring out the small gap in the door, where the 



sky had grown pink. 


"I've got to go soon," the masked man stated softly. Astrid's face 
grew passive, not upset, but not happy either. Fishlegs gaze 
flickered between the two, once again confused. Hiccup stood up and 
brushed himself off. He grabbed a handful of food and he started to 
walk to the door before he turned around on his heel and came back to 
stand in front of Fishlegs. He paused for a moment, then began to 
speak in a strong, almost accusing voice. 

"If you do anything, anything she doesn't want to do, anything that 
might hurt her, and I don't just mean physically, you'll have me to 
answer to . " 

And with that the masked man strode out the door, Fishlegs' face 
grim, Astrid's caught between shock and wonder. And maybe just a 
little bit of pride. 

** Well, there ya go. I don't really have anything to say. Thank you 
for all the follows, favourites and reviews. :) Over 200 followers 
now! Exciting. Thanks so much guys! ** 

** Guest Reviews:** 

** BeckyS: I like you. But the computer's better behaved now. It 
wasn't really its fault. Windows 10 screwed up my wifi receiver 
thing. Thanks for the compliments! They do make me grin like a 
Cheshire cat. ** 

** Noctus Fury: Well, the Twins weren't at the cove, as you may have 
noticed now. Just to quickly explain if you didn't pick it up in this 
chapter, Fishlegs was part of a search party earlier that day, and 
happened to see a flash of Stormfly's tail, and it has now been 
revealed that Fishlegs saw Astrid with Stormfly before her mother's 
funeral, yes? So he thought that was a bit of a coincidence and he 
came back to check it out. Sorry if you already had that figured out. 
Just wanted to explain. ** 

** I can see that! I'm not sold on her being a bad cook, I just added 
it for comedic effect, and it is in accordance with what evidence we 
have seen of her cooking skills. ** 

** Hope you enjoyed your dose of flashback, and there will be some 
gummy grins in the future.** 

** As always, thanks for your lovely, in depth reviews!** 


14. Secrets 

**Hello! I'm usually a bit more vigilant about responding to reviews, 
but this time I had internet problems instead of computer problems, 
so sorry about that. My computer curse continues! I did respond to 
any direct questions however, using my phone data. Anyway, thank you 
all for your lovely reviews and I hope you like this chapter. Oh, and 
just letting you know we're starting to drift towards the end game, 
so not a huge amount of chapters left. Still a while to go, however, 
so don't start panicking yet. :)** 

_ Chapter 13- Secrets_ 



The moment passed and Astrid began to stare down at her boots, 
wriggling her toes and ignoring Fishlegs' gaze. 

"You should probably go now," Astrid sniffed stiffly. 

Fishlegs remained where he was. "Astrid, where is he going?" 

She continued to look down at the ground. "Your family will be 
missing you by now." 

He leant in closer to her, causing her to lean away. "What about 
yours ? " 

She laughed bitterly. "You went to the funeral Fishlegs, you know 
there is no family." 

He gave an exasperated sigh. "Yes there is. What about the village, 
the place you grew up? Surely those people count for something?" 

She scoffed. "The village that tried to pass me off to another man, 
you mean?" 

"At least you know him better than this Einar figure." 

His voice remained calm, and Astrid hated that. She operated on fury, 
using it to stoke the passion in her heart and remain as tough as 
steel, on the outside at least. 

"Do I?" she asked sceptically. 

"I believe so. Look at him, he can't even look me in the eye without 
his helmet on. Whether it's scarring or something else, that man is 
hiding something, and I don't think it's just from me." His voice 
remained low, but it was becoming more frantic, his arms waving 
around madly as he made his point. 

Astrid' s face grew more and more livid, her lips pulling tightly 
together and her eyebrows growing lower on her forehead. A stab of 
nerves ran through Fishlegs' heart. He knew that face all too well 
and had time and time again run away from it screaming. But he liked 
Astrid, she was a friend, and he didn't want to see her hurt, so he 
stood by his point. 

Her voice was piercingly icy. "He may have issues, yes, and he may 
not be able to show you his face. He may not be the greatest warrior 
that ever lived, but he's brave. He's noble. He's helped me through 
some hard times, and I him. We may not have known each other long, 
but I already like the person I see. He's intelligent, creating 
things most Vikings would spend lifetimes trying to create and never 
succeed. He can stare a dragon in the face, and instead of fear or 
hatred he shows compassion. A dragon has scarred him beyond repair, 
but he can still see the good in a creature that is meant to be the 
bringer of death. He's been to the dragon's nest, for gods' sake! 

Most of all, I feel I can trust him more than anyone else on Berk, 
and I think you should be going now." Her voice, which had been 
growing louder and louder came back down to almost a whisper on the 
last part. 


Fishlegs gaped at her for a moment, then turned around, picked up his 



food bag, and left. Astrid watched him go in silence, a stormy look 
on her face. 


Hiccup left the cave conflicted. He had left a little early 
intentionally, hoping to give Astrid some alone time with Fishlegs. 
They had some issues to sort out and he knew Fishlegs didn't trust 
him. He also knew Fishlegs will try convince her to go back to the 
village. This is where the conflict came into action. He knew it was 
better for Astrid to go back, she had problems to resolve, and he 
could only have a negative influence on her. She had already done so 
many socially destructive things since meeting him, she needed to get 
on with living her life, and with him was not where she should be 
living it. But then there was this selfish little voice in his head 
that said he didn't want to let her go. His life had dramatically 
improved with her around. Suddenly he had a purpose again, even if it 
was just comforting an upset and rather confused girl. She brought 
back his humanity, which he feared he had been losing. She helped him 
_remember. _Remember what it used to be like. To just be Hiccup, the 
Useless. Not monster, not dragon-boy, just useless. 

He hauled himself up the side of the cliff-face and then sat down to 
eat his small dinner while watching the sun sink. All his mind could 
think of though was Astrid being lured away from the cave below, away 
from him. His heart skittered at the thought, and then sank. He tried 
to tell himself it was for the best, but his heart wasn't in it. It 
was still hanging out with his stomach. His dragonesque eyes grew 
saddened, the orange glittering in the consuming black of his pupils. 
He heaved himself up and prepared himself for the change. As his body 
morphed he told himself over and over; _she needs to go. 


As Fishlegs trudged back to the village, his mind reeled. She had 
gone mad, lost her mind! At least that was his first reaction. He was 
going to have to tell the village where she was, and get them to pull 
her out of there. Away from _him_. The grief must have been too much 
for her. But then he began to think some more. Except for the rant at 
the end, she had seemed perfectly in control of her mind, and her 
situation. Perfectly Astrid. And the two had seemed to get along 
well, he could see it in the way they interacted. His furious 
trudging slowed as the gears in his mind began to click to life. 

There was so much he was missing here. There were so many ends that 
did not meet. The most obvious was who this masked man was. Then 
there was the matter of the dragon. That in itself questioned the 
entire Viking culture. 

This would have blown the mind of a lesser person, but Fishlegs was 
above just freaking out. He surmised that there had to be a greater 
force, a bigger clue that connected all these fragments together. But 
for the life of him he could not find that missing piece. The rule 
abiding voice in his brain told him he should still get the village 
involved, or Stoick at least. However, there was something that held 
him back. Maybe it was in favour of Astrid, maybe it was because he 
sensed the greater good that was at play in this situation, but 
mostly it was his own curiosity and his want to solve the mystery 
himself that silenced him. His lips pressed firmly together has he 
came to this resolve. 



His eyes flitted around his surroundings as he only just began to 
become aware of where he was. In his distraction he had begun 
wandering in the wrong direction. He growled and began to walk back 
in the direction of the village. By the time he got to the edge of 
the forest he was practically panting. He stepped right to the edge 
and leaned out, checking if anyone was watching. Finding all was 
clear he strode forward in the direction of his house. 

"Hi Fishlegs ! " 

Fishlegs leapt backwards, a squeal escaping his lips as his hand flew 
to his chest. He turned to find Ruffnut pulling in beside him, 
falling into stride with him. 

"Oh, hi Ruff. Err, nice night for it." His voice was unnaturally high 
and he suddenly had the urge to fiddle with his hands. 

She pulled a face. "Hmm. Not really." 

Fishlegs began to laugh nervously when Ruffnut interrupted him. 
"Though, it does depend on what you are doing." 

She gave him a meaningful look. He just smiled anxiously. 

"Like to tell my where you've been?" Her arms came to fold across her 
chest, her long golden braids brushing her thin arms. 

"Oh, you know me. Just going for a stroll. Studying dragons, the 
usual . " 

Ruffnut began to laugh, and Fishlegs joined in, only for Ruffnut to 
stop abruptly. "I'm watching you 'Legs. And remember I have more than 
one set of eyes at my disposal." 

She then gave him a charming smile and practically skipped off. As 
she left, Fishlegs breathed a heavy sigh and his strides turned back 
into weary trudges as he made his way back to his house. Keeping 
secrets in this village was practically impossible, especially with 
the twins around. 


Astrid hadn't slept very well last night. Her head pounded and her 
heart fluttered as she began to rush around the cavern, packing 
anything in sight that night be slightly useful. She shoved it all 
into a waxed canvas bag she had found. Her stolen sword was already 
strapped to her waist; having a weapon on her person always helped 
her nerves settle. She was beginning to see a golden glow seep 
through the cracks, he would be here any minute now. She got all 
worked up again and she wiped her now moist palms on her breeches as 
she began the calming process all over again. 

It was just beginning to work when her heart was upset again by the 
creaking of the door sliding open. She turned to face the door. The 
golden glow glinted off his hair and hugged his lean silhouette. He 
peeled off his helmet as her eyes adjusted to fill in the features of 
his face. She was met by a heart stopping smile as he saw her still 
standing there. He began to stride up to her welcomingly, then he 
skittered to a halt, his eyes narrowing threateningly. She followed 



his gaze down to the canvas bag clutched in her hand. 

There was a tense pause, before Hiccup sprang to life, crossing the 
room, heading in all directions, words flying out of his mouth at 
high speed. 

"Of course, it's what I expected from you. This is good. This is what 
you should be doing. You belong with the people of Berk. This isn't a 
real life. A joke. Ha, this life is a joke. I'ma€l uh, I'm proud of 
you . " 

Astrid stood frozen for a moment with her mouth open as she tried to 
compute the words hitting her at high speed. He continued to garble 
as he busied his hands by flicking through papers on his desk. His 
words came to a halt as her hand rested on top of his, causing his 
hands to fall still. He sniffed and looked down his chest to their 
two hands on top of each other. She stood up on her tip-toes so her 
mouth came to rest near his ear. 

"I'm not going back." 

His eyes shot up to meet hers. "What?" 

"I'm not going back." She smiled at him. 

Guilt began to fill his chest and he dreaded his next words. "But you 
have to. That's where you belong. You don't want to live like this. 
You don't want to be like me." 

She shook her head softly. "No. I am leaving here, but not without 
you . " 

"I'm not going back with you. They'd kill me!" He was so 
confused . 

Astrid shook her head again. "We need to leave here. To protect you, 
to protect Stormfly. Fishlegs knows where we are. He's going to blab 
any moment now, if he hasn't already. I just packed so we were ready 
to leave as soon as you got back." 

"Oh." He felt he should be saddened by this, she really belonged back 
at the village, but the other part of him won over. The part that 
rejoiced that their time together was not over yet. Suddenly a big 
grin appeared on his face and he swept her up into a big hug. She 
gave a surprised yelp, and before she had a chance to return the hug 
he let her go, and an embarrassed flush bloomed on his 
cheeks . 

"Sorry, " he apologised. 

She shook her head again, a big grin spreading across her face. She 
practically jumped on him as she returned the hug, the two falling 
into fits of laughter as she almost knocked him over. 

"Where do we go?" Astrid asked. 

"I don't know long term, but I have somewhere for us to spend the 
day . " 

"Oh?" she asked, stepping back to look at him. 



He stepped back over to the bench, picking up a large piece of paper. 
He held it up. 

"Oh, " she breathed. 


Gobber heaved a sigh as he sat down on a stool at the forge, his 
right hand fiddling with the prosthetic on his left. He scratched at 
it irritably. Stoick paced back and forth in front of him, in the 
middle of one of his rants. 

"What am I to do Gobber? Honestly I must be the worst chief in 
existence. First I lose my wife, then my son, now one of the most 
promising shield maidens Berk has ever seen, and an even more 
promising second to the chief." He thumped his fist in frustration on 
the work bench, apologising when Gobber grumbled at him. 

"Maybe I should just pass it on to Snotlout now, " he admitted in 
defeat . 


Gobber pulled a face. "Now you and I both know that's not what you 
want . " 

Stoick rubbed his forehead with oversized hand. He then pulled out a 
stool and thumped himself down. 

"I was so sure Astrid would be able to pull him into line. I was 
relying on her to be the responsible one. Now I don't even know what 
to think." His hands flew into the air in a gesture of 
defeat . 


Gobber scratched at his beard with his hook attachment on his left 
hand before answering. "Och, Astrid is just grieving her mother. 
She's just twenty. And a Viking! I mean, could there be a worse 
combination? She'll be back punching Snotlout in no time." 

"It's been 3 days Gobber!" 

"And?" He kept his face calm. Gobber was old enough now to know 
things would sort themselves out one way or another. In Hiccup's 
case, it was for the worse, but there was nothing he or Stoick could 
do, so they just had to get on the best they could. 


Stoick just shook his head. "It's my fault, isn't it? I should have 
made Snotlout leave her alone. Just while she got over Brenhilda. I 
forced her into this didn't I?" 

"A little bit," Gobber admitted. "But you mustn't blame yourself 
Stoick . " 


Stoick resisted the urge to roll his eyes. He was so used to Gobber 's 
offhand comments they hardly affected him these days. Instead he 
started on his next worry. 


"Why can't we find her? We've looked all over the island. There's 
only so many places she could be." 


"She's a clever girl. If she doesn't want to be found, she won't be." 



Gobber shrugged. That's all that there was to be said on the 
subject . 

Stoick groaned as he heaved himself up off of his chair. He gave 
Gobber a swift nod as a goodbye before going on his way, to continue 
pretending everything was alright. 

Gobber made a similar noise as he too stood. It was only morning and 
he still had a long day of work to get done. He sympathised with 
Stoick, he really did, but he had stopped being emotionally involved 
in these things a long time ago. Not since Hiccup. Even the thought 
of that clever, clumsy boy caused his mouth to turn downwards and his 
chest to ache. 

He stretched his hands arms towards the sky and his joints crackled, 
telling of many years of dragon fighting. He then fell into his daily 
routine, which began with collecting fuel for the forge's fire. Some 
days he looked at the fire power of a dragon and wished he had the 
ability to harness it but, alas, a dragon was untameable. 

He was out for a while, always making time to chat with other 
villagers making a good time of it, before he had to return to the 
loneliness of the forge. There was no longer a little boy filling in 
the silent gaps with his constant tinkering and the occasional crash 
when his clumsiness took hold of him. 

Though the forge was meant to be empty of the young Haddock's 
presence, Gobber sometimes could not shake the feeling that a spirit 
remained. Gobber had always been a superstitious man, and had been 
scolded many times by Stoick for only adding to Hiccup's imagination. 
There was a little room off the side of Gobber 's workshop, which 
mostly was left undisturbed. It was Hiccup's room. The occasional 
times Gobber entered it, he was painfully confronted with half 
formulated plans pinned on the walls and blunted pencils scattered 
across the desk. Sometimes, when Gobber 's imagination got the better 
of him, he could have sworn that the boy sometimes returned to the 
room, and it was all Gobber could do to not open the door. It was 
only the fear of the disappointment that would stab his chest when he 
found the room empty that kept him from opening the door. There were 

no actual signs, just feeling, a sixth sense, as if a ghost was 

breathing down the back of his neck. 

Gobber returned to the forge in fairly high spirits and he dropped 
his load on the ground near the fires with a satisfied sigh. But then 
his back grew stiff as he felt the presence, strong as it had ever 

been. His eyes flitted over to the closed door, his eyes lingering on 

the tortured wood. He shook his head in dismissal, then went on with 
his work. 

While his back was turned, there was a slight creak from the 
direction of the door. He continued to shake his head in denial. 

There was nothing there, it was just Hiccup's ghost come to haunt 
him. He would pay it no mind. 

His head did shoot up, however, when there was a clang from the back 
of the forge and a feminine giggle. He limped at high speed in the 
direction of the noise, finding himself being lead out the back door 
into the alleyway behind. He found a piece of scrap metal on top of 
the scrap pile swinging slightly as if it had been recently knocked, 
but everything else was calm with no sign of another human being. His 



eyes shot upwards as he reprimanded himself for being a foolish old 
man, and he briefly noticed a Deadly Nadder gliding across the blue 
sky before he headed back inside to continue his work. Crazy old man 
indeed . 

**Mmm, what did you think? Pretty please let me know. :) I'm 
holidays, so hoorah, but I also have a massive pile of holiday 
homework, plus plenty of horse riding to keep me busy. However, I'm 
also hoping that I'll have lots of time for writing. I appear to be 
over my major writers block, so that has improved things 
considerably. Thanks for reading!** 

** Guest Reviews:** 

** Noctus Fury: Why thank you. Well, the mask is part of Fishlegs' 
sense that it's a false name, but also, I think deep down he 
recognises the voice and the mannerisms, but hasn't made the 
connection yet. ** 

** Ah, yes, the good ship Hiccstrid. Smooth sailing!** 

** Gummy grins, next chapter. Unfortunately this and the next chapter 
are flashback free, but there should be plenty of excitement to keep 
you occupied. There are plenty more to come, however. ** 


15. Hope 

**Wow. This time Microsoft Office broke down. You have no idea how 
long it took me to get this uploaded. Eventually I figured out I 
could do it through Google Docs, but I've never really used them 
before so it took me a while then work out exactly how I could use 
Google Docs. Anyway, I'm finally here. Tune in next week (or whenever 
the hell it turns out to be) for the next adventures of 
waveringshadow and her computer curse. By the way, Microsoft Office 
is still broken. ** 

**This was written in the midst of my writer's block, so it is 
unfortunately a bit short and probably badly edited, but please 
enjoy ! ** 

_Chapter 14- Hope_ 

Astrid clung to Stormfly's neck and as soon as they were clear of 
Gobber's forge, she burst into hysterical laughter. Behind him 
Hiccup's deeper chuckles joined her laughter. 

"Is he always that unobservant? I thought we were done for!" 

They had initially left the cove on Stormfly's back, and Hiccup had 
guided them to Gobber's workshop. Astrid' s curiosity was begging her 
to ask questions, but her fear of being discovered kept her lips 
sealed. Instead she followed Hiccup into the rundown building, her 
eyes darting in all direction and adrenaline running through her 
veins . 

Hiccup crept through like a cat on the prowl, his footsteps soft and 
his eyes on high alert. He swept through the room, picking up bits 
and pieces, sometimes passing them back to Astrid for her to hold. 
When he was almost finished, a whistled tune alerted them that 



someone was approaching. Astrid's head shot up to see Gobber coming 
in their direction. She was about to hiss at Hiccup but his hand was 
already on her wrist, dragging her into a small dingy room. She had 
the mind to shut the door gently behind her, then found herself 
pressed very closely against Hiccup, face to face. They both stumbled 
back in embarrassment and they were encompassed by silence before 
Astrid eventually whispered to him. 

"How do we get out now?" 

"Switch places with me, " he whispered. 

There was some awkward bustling as she did so. He then bent over to 
stare through a small hole in the door. She stood back and folded her 
arms across her chest, staring up at the roof in 
impatience . 

Suddenly he was pulling her forward again, and her eyes were met with 
harsh daylight. Her chest thundered when the door creaked as it swung 
open. She looked over to where Gobber stood anxiously but her eyes 
were met by his uninterested back. 

Hiccup continued to pull her over to the back exit where Stormfly was 
waiting for them. Her gaze lingered on the blacksmith just a little 
too long though, and she found herself crashing into an overhanging 
piece of metal. 

Her gaze shot up to meet Hiccup's in alarm, but she was met with his 
hilariously shocked expression. A giggle escaped her lips despite her 
best efforts. Hiccup moved to grab her wrist again but found that 
instead she had already grabbed his and he was pulled at a run 
towards Stormfly. They leapt on and Stormfly didn't need any signal 
from the two, she immediately took off, doubling back over the roof 
of the forge so they could escape the curious gaze of the blacksmith 
who was making his way to the door as they did so. 

Astrid couldn't believe they got away with it. 

"I'm starting to think he's gone deaf," Hiccup explained, "or maybe 
he's just gotten too used to being alone." 

His voice got a bit heavier as he said this, as if he could find it 
relatable. Astrid ignored it, instead focusing on the new found 
splendour of the wind on her face and an endless sky in front of her. 
However, eventually her curiosity broke the peace. 

"So, what was the actual point of that?" 

He readjusted the satchel that contained his trinkets so it didn't 
stick into her back, and then he began to explain. 

"We're going to visit Toothless." 

Astrid nodded, before a thought made her halt. "Doesn't he live in 
the nest?" 

"Yup, " he replied simply. 

Her gaze became fixed on a point in front of her. "Of course," she 
muttered. "No problem." 



"Ahh, it'll be fun!" 


"Yah, not really seeing the fun in that, " she remarked. 

"Look, I just need to return a favour. I'll fix his tail, and then 
we'll be out of there." 

Astrid pulled a face. "Hang on, didn't Toothless and Stormfly risk 
their lives to get you out of there?" 

"And I'm returning the favour." 

"Somehow I don't think Toothless will see it that way." 

"_She has a point_, " Stormfly noted. 

"_0h, you don't even know what she said_. " 

"_I have an idea_, " she replied curtly. 

Hiccup's face turned into a fixed expression of determination. "We 
are going to help Toothless." 

"Stormfly was agreeing with me, wasn't she?" Astrid said through a 
grin . 

"No, " Hiccup said sullenly, causing Astrid to burst into 
laughter . 

"She did, didn't she?" 

Hiccup remained silent, and Astrid giggled to herself, patting 
Stormfly 's shoulder in appreciation. Stormfly shrilled 
happily . 

"We're still going," Hiccup insisted. 

Astrid rolled her eyes. "Rightio." She leaned forward so her mouth 
rested near Stormfly's ear. "I know he's a pain in the arse, but we 
really should help Toothless." 

"_See?"_ Hiccup said. 

Stormfly grumbled, but in an obliging manner. 

"Maybe next time you could actually tell us the plan before dumping 
us in it?" Astrid reprimanded. 

"But it was fun though. Right?" 

A grin slowly spread across Astrid' s face. "Yeah." 

Hiccup grinned too, and they both began to laugh again in ecstasy, 
the wind combing their hair into fantastical knots as they flew 
towards Helheim's Gate. 


They were silent by the time they reached the dragon nest. They had 



long grown bored and fallen into their own thoughts. They were woken 
by a warning trill from Stormfly, and they both jumped to attention. 
Astrid was the first to speak the question on all their minds. 

"How do we get in?" 

Her eyes were focused on the giant mountain that took up a large 
percentage of the small isle. Dragons constantly came in and out of 
the various entrances, leading Astrid to believe that was the 
location of the nest, and therefore the location of Toothless. 

Without instruction from either of the humans Stormfly landed, and 
they dismounted. 

"_Do you have a plan?" _Hiccup asked the Nadder. 

"_You stay here, hidden and out of harm's way. I'll get T- I mean- 
Shadow Stalker. 

Hiccup frowned and mulled that plan over. He didn't like getting 
someone else doing his dirty work. But he didn't have a lot of 
choice . 

"_Okay. Be careful ! "_ 

"_Only if you be even more so!" _she called over her shoulder as she 
flew off. 

Hiccup turned to find Astrid glaring at him with her hand on her hip. 
"Like to tell me where my dragon went?" 

"Oh, uh, sorry. She's gone to get Toothless." 

"And left us here?" she speculated coolly. 

"Err, yeah. We really shouldn't go into the dragon's nest." 

"You did. " 

"And I don't plan to go back there anytime soon. Besides, even if we 
did make it safely to Toothless, he'd bite my head off for my own 
stupidity . " 

Astrid paused thoughtfully. "I think I like this dragon." 

Hiccup sighed, feeling very ganged up upon. "Of course you 
would . " 

There was short pause as Astrid appraised her surroundings. "So this 
is the dragon's nest? Wasn't so hard to find." 

Hiccup snorted softly. "Only a dragon can find the nest." 

"What Stoick wouldn't give to find this," Astrid murmured 
thoughtfully. The mention of his father's name silenced Hiccup. A 
dragon flying by came into Hiccup's line of sight, reminding him that 
they were meant to be hiding. 

"Uh, we should probably get out of sight, " he mentioned. 


Astrid peered up. "Good idea." 



There was another pause as the two waited for Stormfly to return. 
Neither knew what to say to the other so they sat in silence, Astrid 
fiddling with the end of her braid while Hiccup organised his 
knick-knacks . As time went on, Astrid grew nervous, starting to worry 
for the fate of the two dragons, who were taking an awfully long 
time. Suddenly a shadow was thrown over their hiding place, and 
Astrid froze. Hiccup, who recognised the shape of the shadow, jumped 
up and turned around to give the dark dragon a hug. Said dragon's 
face was somewhat disgruntled, but he did nothing to discourage the 
embrace . 

"Toothless?" Astrid inquired. 

Hiccup turned around and nodded, a grin spreading across his face 
despite himself. Shadow Stalker stepped forward to evaluate the 
blonde girl who was staring at him with equal 
curiosity . 

"_Toothless, this is Astrid, " _Hiccup introduced. 

She held up her hand, not taking her eyes off the dragon. Shadow 
Stalker sniffed her hand and then stepped back, not touching his nose 
to her palm like Stormfly had. She grimaced briefly, but then that 
grimace turned into a smile when the sides of the dragon's mouth 
turned up and he gave her a gummy grin. 

"_That ' s how you do it, isn't it?" _Shadow Stalker asked coolly, 
turning to look at Hiccup. 

Hiccup tried to hide a smirk, and composed his face. "_Uh, yeah, sure 
is_. " 


"_Good." _ 

"Does he approve of me?" Astrid interrupted. 

"I believe so," he replied, a smile still glued to his face. 

"_So why are you stupid humans back here again?" _ Shadow Stalker 
questioned, a grumpy expression on his face. "_I really thought you 
would have got the message by now."_ 

"Right!" Hiccup woke out of his reverie. "_Toothless, I have a 
plan . 

"_0h, that just fills me with confidence, " _the dragon 
sneered . 

Stormfly made a low grumbling noise at him, and Shadow Stalker gave 
her a disbelieving look before bowing down to her watchful stare. 
"_Play nice, " _she told him. 

Realising what he had just allowed to happen. Shadow Stalker puffed 
up his chest and glared defiantly at Stormfly, who just gave him a 
disapproving look. 

Shadow Stalker sighed. "_The plan?"_ 


Hiccup, who had been watching the exchange in amusement jumped into a 



whirlwind of action. Words fell out of his mouth in a frantic 
fashion, and Shadow Stalker's head tilted sideways as he was 
bombarded by words, sections of the plan all out of order and making 
little sense. Hiccup fiddled with his supplies nervously as Shadow 
Stalker sat on his haunches patiently. Shadow Stalker watched with 
curiosity as the lanky bumbling boy was brought to a standstill when 
Astrid's hand came to rest on his shoulder. She gave it a reassuring 
squeeze, smiling calmly at him. His face flushed and he nodded 
gently. She beamed, and Hiccup slowed down, explaining the plan 
properly, throwing sideways glances at the calm girl the entire 
time . 

The plan filled Shadow Stalker with a variety of emotions. The idea 
of being free, of being able to fly again and escape the clutches of 
the Queen was tantalisingly glorious. But at the same time it filled 
him with a growing sense of dread. The plan was dangerous. The boy's 
ideas were faulty at best, completely ludicrous at worst. If he went 
along with the plan and it failed. Shadow Stalker was scared it would 
destroy the last pieces of sanity he had managed to maintain while 
trapped in this hell. For this reason. Shadow Stalker did not allow 
the idea to build up his hopes. Instead he eyed the boy with a 
somewhat suspicious expression. 

"_And how exactly do you plan on fixing my tail?" _he asked. 

Hiccup stopped his rambling and silently spread out the plans for the 
tail fin, jangling the pieces he stole from Gobber's shop in the bag. 
Shadow Stalker maintained his calm stature as he peered over the 
plans, but inside he was trembling. If this really could work, he 
would finally be free. He frowned at the page. 

"_What is it?" _he asked 

Hiccup frowned. "_It ' s a prosthetic tailfin."_ 

"_No, it's a piece of paper. 

"_But it has a picture of a tailfin on it." _ 

"_Is that what those scribbles are?"_ 

Hiccup glared at the dragon. "_Are you mocking my drawing 
skills?"_ 

"_No, no," _Stormfly interceded, "_we dragon's literally cannot 
comprehend human markings. We do not see how a smear on a surface 
could look like a real object. That just looks like a piece of paper 
with charcoal scraped on it to me . 

"Oh," Hiccup said thoughtfully. 

Astrid asked him what was going on and he quickly explained. 

"Huh, " Astrid responded. 

"_Anyway, " _Hiccup turned back to Shadow Stalker, "_I'm going to 
build you a new tailfin." _ 

"_And how will you do that?" _Shadow Stalker asked 
incredulously . 



"_The same way I built these." _Hiccup hooked his arms into the 
straps at his legs and stretched out his manmade wings, surprising 
the three others there. Shadow Stalker, however, was the only one who 
had not seen them before. 

"_Are those wings? Human wings?" _ 

"_Sort of, I guess." _Hiccup replied. "_They only work for gliding, 
but they do that well." _He decided not to mention the amount of 
times he had had near death experiences while operating his 
' wings ' . 

"_So you actually know how to build me a tailfin?" _It was all 
sounding too good to be true. There had to be a drawback, but Shadow 
Stalker was having trouble identifying it. 

"_I have an idea, yes." _Hiccup nodded. "_First I need to get your 
measurements . "_ 

Hiccup then proceeded to collect all the dimensions and information 
he needed to build Shadow Stalker's tailfin. Astrid sat down on a 
rock nearby, bored, and she patted Stormfly absently as they watched 
Hiccup work. When he finished he packed away his tools and stood up 
stiffly . 

"_I'm going to have to come back to test it, "_ Hiccup 
explained . 

Dread filled the Night Fury's chest. Whenever the boy's feet were on 
Dragon Island, Shadow Stalker felt an ever present anxiety pressing 
down on him until the boy left again. Though he never liked to admit 
it, he did care for the boy's safety quite a lot, and didn't want to 
see him harmed in this stupid war. 

"_Okay, you are to come here each time and send Stormfly in to get 
me. Only come when absolutely necessary and if it's too dangerous, 
don't come at all. Don't need my only chance of escape being mangled, 
do we now?" _He stared down with big worried eyes at the scrawny 
boy . 

Hiccup beamed back at the dragon. "_I won't let you down!" _ 

Shadow Stalker tried not to roll his eyes at the boy's eagerness, but 
he kind of enjoyed it all the same. Someone was actually trying to 
help him, for the first time in his life. He tilted his head 
downwards and gave the Viking a gentle bump with his head, as a thank 
you. Astrid stood up and came to stand by Hiccup at this point, 
sensing it was time to leave. 

"Farewell, Toothless, " Astrid smiled. 

"_She called me Toothless, didn't she?" _Shadow Stalker stared 
pointedly at Hiccup. 

"_Maybe, " _Hiccup admitted with mock sheepishness. 

"_She doesn't know my real name, does she?" _ 

"_Maybe not, " _Hiccup shrugged. 



"_Human female 
human mind can 
it?"_ 


listen closely, 
understand. Mya€ 


I will talk slowly so your befuddled 
namea€ 1 isa€l Shadowa€ 1 Stalker. Got 


Hiccup was having a laughing fit at this point as Shadow Stalker 
tried to talk in all seriousness to Astrid, who just smiled and 
stared at him blankly, before glaring at the chuckling 
Hiccup . 

"_He ' s an idiot," _Shadow Stalker grumbled. 

"I know," Astrid grumbled back. Hiccup laughed even harder as the 
dragon and the girl glared at him. 

Hiccup eventually recovered. "What's the chance of us getting out of 
here without being spotted?" he asked. 

"Not very likely, " Astrid admitted. 

They said their last goodbyes before jumping onto Stormfly's back. 
Apart from the occasional dart and duck to avoid approaching dragon's 
there exit from the island went rather smoothly, giving them overly 
high hopes for future trips. Probably too high. 

**Okay, I hope that answered a few questions for you all. I would 
love to hear your opinion upon it. :) ** 

**Guest Reviews: ** 

**Guest 1: Thank you, I will do so.** 

**Guest 2: Tada! There's your answer. As to where they permanently 
go, that's next chapter.** 

**silver rose: I think you were onto something there. ;) Thank you 
very much, I am glad you think so. And who doesn't love some 
Hiccstrid fluff!** 

**Noctus Fury: Now, now, don't get all teary on me. :) Dragon's Edge? 
Say no more! As you have probably noted, I am not the most 
technologically gifted, and living in the country our internet is, 
well, crap, meaning I do not have enough internet for Netflix and 
therefore have no means of watching Race to the Edge, and therefore 
have no knowledge of it. It is saddening but unpreventable until we 
get NBN in a few years time, when I've probably moved to the city to 
go to uni. Blergh. It also means, no, they will not be going to 
Dragon's Edge (whatever the hell that is.) This is almost purely 
based on the first movie, with occasional reference to the second 
movie. Riders and Defenders of Berk and the book series. ** 


16. Stitching and Eixing 

**Hiya, yes I'm uber late again. Surprise, surprise. So, I had to 
take my computer in to be fixed again, so that's part of my excuse. 
It's fixed now! Eor nowa€ 1 The other is that it's last term over here 
and exams are now only three weeks away which means, of course, that 
we are being bombarded with assessments and tests and homework and- 
you get the picture. Which means once again I will have little time 



to write. My weekends are filled with homework on Saturdays and horse 
riding comps on Sundays, so weekends are out too. Anyway, I hope you 
enjoy this chapter. It is mostly character interaction between Astrid 
and Hiccup, with other bits. It's a transitional chapter which means 
there's some exciting stuff coming soon (when I eventually get around 
to posting it) . :) ** 

_Chapter 15- Stitching and Fixing_ 

After a smooth exit from the Dragon's Nest, the trio made their way 
aimlessly across the archipelagos, in the general direction of Berk 
for lack of anywhere better to go. They all were lost in their own 
thoughts, staring their way across the vast ocean and endless sky. 
However, once they reached a certain proximity. Hiccup suddenly 
snapped out of his reverie. 

"Where do we go?" he asked. Though displaced, he did not sound too 
bothered, and that calmed Astrid a bit, who was somewhat worried 
about accidentally kicking him out of his own home. 

She breathed a heavy sigh. "I don't know." 

They stared out over the blue expanse for a bit longer as Stormfly 
soared peacefully beneath them. Hiccup nodded decisively and bent 
down closer to Stormfly 's ear. 

"_Can you take us somewhere to camp for the night? Not 
Berk . 

Stormfly squawked a conformation and veered off to the right. 

"Where are we going?" Astrid called over his shoulder and he 
shrugged . 

"No idea . " 

It was not long until they arrived at a clearing on a small island 
that Hiccup knew as Terror's Nest, called so for its tiny size. They 
set up a makeshift camp. They had the provisions that Astrid had 
packed earlier, which included food stuffs and some oiled canvas to 
protect them if it rained, as well as some other basic tools like 
rope and flintstones. The flintstones were not needed, however, as 
Stormfly was a natural at fire lighting. Once warm and with a basic 
meal prepared, they seated themselves around the fire, upwind from 
the flitting smoke. Though they only had small provisions, they were 
content enough. Astrid was free from her village's judging eye, and 
Hiccup felt he had more friends than he had ever had before. 

They chattered away about trivial things. Hiccup questioned about the 
inhabitants of the village and what they were up to these days, and 
Astrid learnt all Hiccup knew about dragons, which turned out to be 
quite a lot. Stormfly would pipe up occasionally , wanting her share 
of the conversation, and Hiccup would willingly translate. It was a 
sweet, beautiful moment, tainted by neither their past nor their 
future, and when they looked back on it, they guessed it was just the 
calm before the storm. 


Astrid groaned as she rolled over and felt a leaf stuck to her face. 



She swiped half-heartedly at the stubborn foliage only to have it 
adhere to her hand. Her upper lip curled up as she shook it off, and 
there was a snicker from beside her. She turned to glower at Hiccup, 
who swiftly raised his hands in surrender. She couldn't help it, she 
smiled a little. He beamed back, and together they heaved themselves 
off the ground and began to pack up their meagre supplies. 

"I guess we'll have to go back and get more at some point," Astrid 
noted . 

Hiccup shrugged. "That's not a problem. I'll have to go back to 
Cobber's forge at some point to make some of the bits for Toothless' 
tail anyway . " 

Astrid nodded, wiping her hands on her skirt, and gazing around the 
now empty campsite. "What now?" 

"Good question. I guess I better get started on the prosthetic. You 
can help?" 

Astrid shrugged. "Sure, why not?" 

As it turned out. Hiccup was a lot more prepared for making the tail 
than Astrid was for camping. He had nearly everything they needed, 
and the only things they needed to go back to the forge for was to 
shape a few rods. They got to work, Astrid sewing the leather with a 
thick needle while Hiccup started screwing bits of metal together. 
Hiccup began to hum to himself and Astrid, recognising the song, 
joined in with a wobbly harmony. They worked away happily, enjoying 
the sun's rays and peaceful forest. 


Cobber slammed his pitcher of mead on the table, the dark liquid 
swilling around veraciously in the cup. "I'm serious Stoick! Some 
kids are playing pranks on 'old Gobber', sneaking around my shop and 
stealing my things." 

"This is not the first time you've claimed this Gobber. Remember last 
time?" Stoick stated wearily. 

"That Terrible Terror had it in for me!" 

"Of course it did." 

"Now I swear, this had been going on for yearsa€ 1 " 

Stoick chugged at his drink and stared around the room. Most of the 
Hooligans were in high spirits, it had been a tough winter and spring 
was finally here. The crops were starting to germinate and flowers 
were starting to appear. The sun was out and the air was losing its 
sting. Despite all the bad goings on around the village recently, 
even Stoick was starting to relax a little bit. Gobber continued to 
prattle away, coming up with his latest conspiracy theory. Stoick 
listened with half of his mind, the other wandering. They had 
practically given up on finding Astrid now. Gobber insisted that she 
was just being stubborn and she would eventually find her way home, 
but Stoick had a sinking feeling that Astrid had met the same fate as 
his son, whatever that was, which he could only feel was a fatal 
one . 



_Stoick was in a state of panic. His eight year old son had been 
missing for the entire day, and had not shown up for dinner. It 
wasn't the first time this had happened, but he still worried. Hiccup 
had a knack for trouble. _ 

"_Don't worry Stoick, " Gobber would always say, "the boy's an 
adventurer, but even Beowulf found his way home again. 

_Stoick stared at the empty place at the table across from him, his 
spoon full of food hanging idly from his large fingers. There was a 
thump at the door, and Stoick 's gaze shot in that direction. If he 
were a hound his ears would have perked up at the noise. As it was he 
shot up from his place at the table, his chair scooting back with a 
shuddering screech, and he rushed to the door. As he opened it he was 
almost punched in the stomach by a girl slightly taller than Hiccup 
as she made the motions of someone about to knock on the door. Her 
fist froze in place just before hitting him and she stared up with 
large blue eyes, defiant in nature. _ 

"_Yes?" he asked. He then noticed she was standing at an odd angle, 
as if leaning over something. He took a step back to peer at the 
girl's feet. There lay an unconscious Hiccup, covered in dirt, grazes 
and the beginnings of bruises. Stoick 's mouth lolled open for a 
moment before his jaw set into a stern line. _ 

_He bent down and scooped up the boy, walking him back into the hut 

and placing him next to the fire. He looked up at the petite blonde 
standing awkwardly at the door, not quite decided whether she should 
invite herself in or leave. He gruffly called her in and her small 
fur boots pattered their way towards him as he examined his battered 
son . _ 

"_I found him at the bottom of a hill like that, " she piped up as he 
pinned back the boy's hair to find a swelling lump on his forehead. 
"Oh, and I found this with him."_ 

_She held out a tattered spy glass, the one Gobber had helped him 
make. Stoick made an effort to not roll his eyes. The boy was 

probably too busy studying the view to watch where he was going. He 

checked the boy's breathing and heart rate. He nodded to himself, and 
fetched a bowl of water and a cloth, dabbing at his son's grazes. As 
he did he shot looks up at the watching girl._ 

"_What do they call you?"_ 

"_Astrid Hofferson, sir, " she replied, peering over his hand to see 
what he was doing. _ 

_Stoick nodded to himself. The Hofferson' s were good people, a family 
of fine warriors. "He'll be fine, it takes more than a blow to the 
head to damage a Haddock, " Stoick responded to her somewhat worried 
looks . _ 

_The girl simply nodded, chewing on the inside of her cheek. Stoick 
noticed the too large axe strapped to the girl's back, and he was 
surprised she could even stand upright with it. _ 



"_How far did you carry him?" _ 

"_From just this side of Mulner's Rock," she answered, still watching 
Hiccup warily. _ 

"_That far? Did you have help?" She shook her head. _ 

_He felt his eyebrows raise, but Astrid remained composed. _ 

"_Is that your axe?" Stoick indicated to the oversized axe at her 
back. _ 

_She nodded eagerly. "My mother gave it to me. I train every day. I'm 
going to be Berk's next greatest shield maiden. 

"_Are you?" he asked, thinking already that she had a good chance of 
doing it. Of course, she could be terrible with an axe, he didn't 
know, but she was certainly strong, and determined. What a true 
Viking should be like._ 

"_Yes , sir . 

_Stoick grinned. "Alright, you better get back to your mother. You're 
Brenhilda's child, yes?"_ 

_She nodded again. "You sure he's going to be fine?"_ 

"_Yes, I'm sure," he confirmed, giving the girl a light shove towards 
the door and following her out. _ 

"_Goodbye Chief Stoick, " she smiled, before running off into the 
village. She was fast too. _ 

_Stoick watched her go, then turned back to find Hiccup sitting up 
and rubbing his head wearily. _ 

"_Is she gone?" he asked, peering up at his father. _ 

_He gave a taut nod. "How long have you been awake?"_ 

"_Five? Ten minutes? I don't know," he shrugged before wobbling his 
way up to the stairs and to his room. _ 

"_Get some rest!" Stoick called up after him. "I don't want you up 
all night tinkering. 

"_Yes, Dad!" came the weary reply. _ 

_Stoick sat back down at the table, this time grinning to himself. 


"There!" Hiccup cried. "How's that for a hard day's work?" 

Astrid stuck out her bottom lip thoughtfully and nodded. "Not 
bad. " 


The tailfin was taking shape. It was floppy in some places and things 
hung off in others in a tatty manner, missing parts that needed to be 



done later at Gobber's shop, but overall it looked good. 

Professional, even. To go with the tailfin was a pedal system that 
operated the fin, opening and closing it at Hiccup's will. It meant 
that Hiccup had to be on Toothless for it to work, but it was the 
best system they could come up with. Well, that Hiccup could come up 
with. He did ask Astrid for ideas, but Astrid barely understood the 
contraption as it was, let alone come up with improvements for 
it . 

"Do you think we could finish it tomorrow morning?" he asked 
eagerly . 

She frowned. "Are you sure you don't want a rest." 

"We can rest after we finish this. And that means we can test it 
tomorrow ! " 

The excitement on his face was priceless, though Astrid didn't 
entirely understand the source of it. She did enjoy it though. Her 
life had suddenly become both simpler and more complicated at the 
same time. She had no social standards to meet, no responsibilities 
she had to uphold, yet she was helping some dragon hybrid boy, son of 
her old chief, assist a dragon to fly. And not any old dragon either. 
A Night Fury. 

She shook her head in disbelief and started preparing a meal to eat 
before Hiccup changed for the night. It was strange how that idea was 
almost normal to her now. Just a part of the daily routine. Luckily 
for both her and Hiccup, there was little cooking involved, so the 
food turned out just fine and they ate out of the palm of their 
hands, chattering and grinning satisfied grins at each other, mouths 
full. Stormfly had caught herself some fish and was munching away 
across the fire from them. They had hoped to have found a better camp 
by now, hence their packing up that morning, but alas they had become 
distracted with Hiccup's project and had to stay another night. Not 
that it mattered much. They had found a sort of haven in the peaceful 
isle. You were never too far from the ocean there as the island was 
so small, so they could listen to the calming gushing of the sea as 
they sat in comfortable silence. 

As Astrid chewed on her food she tilted her head to the side, trying 
to come up with a new topic of conversation. "Hiccup, " she began, 
"what was your father like?" 

Hiccup raised an eyebrow, wondering where this was coming from, but 
after a moment of thought, began to answer. "He was just like he was 
in public, but a bit softer. He never payed me much mind, just tried 
to keep the damage to a minimum. He never really knew what I was up 
to, where I'd been. All he really knew is that I never did what he 
asked, and was constantly coming home with bruises." 

"To be fair, you did trip over a lot," Astrid smiled softly. 

"Did I?" he questioned, causing Astrid to furrow her brow. 

"You meana€ 1 ? " 

"Though I was a clumsy child, my falls were often assisted." He 
shrugged, shoving another morsel of food in his mouth, it mattered 
little to him now. 



Astrid tried to contain her shock, and had very little success. "Why 
I'm going to kill him when I-" Hiccup shot her a look and she caught 
herself mid-sentence. She lowered her gaze in mild shame, realising 
what she just suggested. She abruptly shook her head. "Nevermind, I'm 
never going to see him again anyway . "Hiccup just grinned at her 
through mouthful of food and started on a new topic. 

When it was Hiccup's time to leave he just nodded to Astrid and left, 
and she reclined back on one of their packs, closing her eyes and 
waiting for sleep to come. At some point Stormfly came up and wrapped 
herself around the comparatively tiny girl. They fell asleep within 
seconds of each other, not even noticing the Night Fury that padded 
into the camp and watched them adoringly with a tilted head before 
curling up and going to sleep as well. 


Astrid was shaken awake by a bright eyed and bushy tailed Hiccup, who 
was eager to complete his project. Astrid groaned and pressed her 
face into her dragon's side. Stormfly squawked an accusation at 
Hiccup, who retreated and began to pack the things he needed. Astrid 
heaved herself, brushed off her increasingly tatty clothes and got 
the things she needed prepared. After a brief discussion they decided 
to pack everything up, in case they found a better place to stay by 
nightfall. Still bleary eyed, Astrid jumped onto Stormfly, with 
Hiccup hopping on behind her. 

Berk was not far away from Terror's Nest, and they arrived 
mid-morning. They landed in the edge of the forest that backed onto 
the rear of the village, where the forge was in sight. 

"What now?" Astrid asked. 

"We wait. It'll be a while until Gobber takes his lunch break." 

Hiccup replied, dumping his materials on the ground next to 
him. 

"You got me up early so we could sit here and do nothing!" she 
hissed . 

Hiccup jumped a bit, preparing himself for a blow that Astrid was 
certainly considering giving him. He threw his hands up in a gesture 
that begged her to pause, and she grudgingly obliged. 

"I, ah, I thought you might want to get some supplies from your house 
beforehand. And I was going to go get some more food." 

"And you didn't mention that originally because?" she glowered. 

"Urn, because I'm idiot?" he supplied. 

"Close enough, " Astrid huffed, brushing past him and sneaking her way 
around to the nearest building. 

Now, you would think that broad daylight would be a silly time to be 
sneaking around such a public area, and that night would be a more 
obvious time to do such deeds. But that is exactly the point. Hiccup 
had discovered, at night everyone was on high alert, looking for the 
monsters sneaking around in the bushes. By mid-morning, people were 



at work or at least settled into their daily routines, which Hiccup 
mostly had memorised for the places he needed to go. And besides, he 
needed his hands for these tasks, which only existed in the day. 
Still, as a precaution, he pulled his helmet over his head before 
stepping out into the open. 

He took a different route to Astrid, his objective being the Meade 
Hall, where the public kitchens were. Sometimes he stole from his 
father's house, knowing that Stoick would not be any poorer by it. 
However, his old house was a painful place to go, and he mostly 
avoided it. With his extra dragon senses on a high alert, he walked 
into one of the rear entrances to the Hall, walking directly into the 
kitchens. If he had timed it correctly, he should have just missed 
the breakfast crowd and was still too early for lunch. He paused in 
the door to listen for people, and was satisfied by the eerie silence 
that followed his stillness. He moved into the large pantry, stocked 
with all the staple foods plus a few different meats, herbs and 
spices . 

He moved through swiftly, automatically going for the foods that 
would last, favouring the cured meats, cheeses and the more basic 
ingredients. He was careful to arrange the things he grabbed in a way 
that made it less obvious that anything had been taken. Finishing his 
sweep through the pantry, his fingers came to rest on a barrel of 
mead. He considered it with a judging eye. He had thought about 
turning to alcohol a few times over his years of solitude, but had 
ultimately given it a miss. He had even tried a couple of times, but 
he had never acquired a taste for alcohol and usually ended up 
throwing it out on his second sip, glad that no one was there to 
watch him cough and splutter at the sharp, bitter taste. 

His burlap sack full, he left the building heading back to where 
Stormfly awaited for him. Astrid was back not long after him, changed 
into a fresh set of clothes and her own sack full of supplies. Her 
hair was freshly brushed and re-braided, and her face glowed, clean 
after days of slowly collecting dirt. The most noticeable difference 
in her appearance however was the axe strapped to her back in 
addition to the sword at her side, and the relaxed swagger came with 
the new addition. She grinned at him, throwing the sack near 
Stormfly 's feet, who chirped in relief to find her rider safe after 
her little expedition. Hiccup pulled out the rope Astrid had packed a 
couple of days ago and used it to strategically attach the sacks to 
Stormfly 's back. The Nadder grumbled in mild protest, but soon 
settled into her new attire. 

"Let's go to the smithy," Hiccup suggested, and off they 
went . 

**Thank you for all your reviews, favs and follows, it really does 
help to keep the machine running (though obviously not the computer) . 
I would certainly like some more, pretty please? ;)** 

**Guest Reviews: ** 

**Guest: Thank you very much. My ideas basically come from taking two 
stories I like very much and mixing them together. As I have stated 
before, I based this on Beauty and the Beast, one of my favourite 
fairytales, and then put it into the HTTYD world. It started off 
being a lot more like Beauty and the Beast than it has ended up 
being, but there are still a lot of strong links, as you can probably 



tell. I also get inspiration from various other books and shows and 
such (I could give you a list but it would wrap around the Earth 
multiple times), but they're usually quite subtle. Interesting 
question ! * * 

**Silver Rose: Thank you. Mmmm, Hiccstrid. Comedy is not my strong 
point, especially in this story as I have taken a more serious angle, 
and I'm glad you liked it. Part from that, I think you can figure the 
rest out for yourself. If you haven't already, it will soon become 
clear. Sorry, didn't update soon. : (** 


17 . All Grown Up 

** Hello, me again. Yeah, I've been sick, writing has not come easy** 
**but here we are. Not much else to say. Exams in two weeks so don't 
expect much until after then. :)** 

_ Chapter 16- All Grown Up_ 

They arrived at the forge in a similar way to last time, Stormfly 
taking them around to the back where they snuck in the rear door. As 
soon as they had determined that the workshop was indeed empty. 

Hiccup went straight to work. Astrid watched in a daze as he swept 
around the shop, long fingers working swiftly and efficiently. The 
coals were still glowing amber from Gobber's work that morning. He 
was quick to stoke the flames back up, and got straight to work, 
cutting and bending rods into shape, working the metal with a 
self-assurance that was rare for Hiccup. Astrid helped in the little 
ways she could, passing tools and holding things in place when 
needed. Hiccup only communicated in small words and grunts, his 
attention elsewhere. He was in his element, and it was a new 
experience for Astrid to see him this way. 

She paused to appraise him while he worked. 

"You got musclier, " she noted, leaning back on the bench behind 
her . 

His eyes remained fixed on his work, but he let out a nervous 
chuckle. "I got older." 

"Certainly did, " she replied, tilting her head sideways as he began 
to hammer a piece of metal. 


After a while Hiccup looked up, flicking the hair that was clinging 
to his sweat coated forehead out of his eyes, and gestured to the 
window with a view out into the village. 

"Keep watch, " he grunted, before returning to the fiddly task he was 
performing. Astrid nodded and obeyed, standing at an angle so she 
could not be easily seen from outside. 


"How much longer?" she asked, keeping her eyes on the view. 


There was a huff as something clicked into place on the workbench. 
"Uhh, roughly five minutes." 


"Good 


ff 


she replied, starting to feel anxious. 



Astrid felt a surge of relief as Hiccup finished and began packing 
things away again. She wasn't sure how he had coped with five years 
of this, sneaking around and always running the risk of being caught, 
though it looked like he had done it pretty well, considering he was 
yet to actually _be_ caught. Astrid came to stand beside them when 
their attention was caught by the sound of footsteps on gravel. And 
not just any footsteps, but the footsteps of a man with a peg 
leg . 

Without a word they picked up their things and bolted for the rear 
door, where they severely hoped Stormfly was waiting for them. Before 
stepping through the door however, Astrid threw a glance behind her, 
to notice Hiccup's plans were still on the desk. With a soft curse 
she sprinted back to the table, grabbed the notes and headed back 
towards the door. Just before she made it through, however, she heard 
the soft squeak of an opening door, and then a shocked gasp. 

With her hand on the door Astrid turned around to find Gobber gawking 
at her. 

"Astrid?" his voice was gentle, but filled with shock, and a hint of 
sadness . 

Caught red handed, Astrid just stared at him with big eyes, her mouth 
slightly parted as if she intended to say something. Instead she just 
shook her head in denial and headed out the door. Gobber raced after 
her, his limp slowing him greatly. By the time he made it out the 
door, there was no sign of a soul ever being there. Gobber shut the 
door, a heavy sigh leaving his lips. He then returned to work, 
murmuring to himself about the ghosts that haunted his shop. 

Later, when Stoick asked him about his day, Gobber replied that it 
was nothing out of the ordinary, for it was not the first time 
strange events had troubled him. 


When Astrid joined Hiccup, he gave her a questioning look, which she 
ignored and proceeded to yell at him to just fly. Stormfly took to 
the air and they immediately began in the direction of the 
nest . 

"What happened back there?" Hiccup asked. 

Astrid just leant over Hiccup's shoulder and handed over his plans 
for the tailfin. "You left these," she replied 
simply . 

"Oh. " 

Silence then fell. Astrid tried to hold back tears. She wasn't 
exactly sure what she was upset about, but her eyes burned and her 
lips wobbled at the memory of Gobber 's expression of concern for her. 
She leant back from Hiccup, and turned her face out of the wind, a 
few tears making silvery paths down her face before being swept away 
by the cool air. She quickly swiped the evidence away with one of her 
wrist wraps. Hiccup's gaze remained fixed forward and Astrid focused 
on the way his hair moved in the wind, using it to mesmerise her into 
a calmer state. Feeling the exhaustion that came after tears sweep 
over her, Astrid leant forward and wrapped her arms around Hiccup's 



waist, and resting her head on the back of his shoulder. She felt 
Hiccup stiffen briefly, before relaxing and resting a hand on her 
interlinked ones around his waist. They remained silent for the rest 
of the trip. 


When they arrived they were left in the same spot as last time while 
Stormfly fetched Shadow Stalker. Shadow Stalker's surprise at their 
rapid achievement was evident as Hiccup pulled out the finished 
product. His eyes grew glassy as he looked at what appeared to be the 
missing part of his tail, the missing link to his path to freedom, 
the final puzzle piece. Despite himself. Shadow Stalker couldn't help 
but grow excited and slightly restless as Hiccup fitted the tail. His 
pupils grew round and playful and it was all he could do to hold his 
tail still. Astrid smiled on at him, and Shadow Stalker smiled back, 
before trying to peer around to see what Hiccup was doing. However, 
his expression grew dark as Hiccup pulled out the second half of his 
contraption; the saddle. 

Shadow Stalker rapidly backed up, dragging the loose cords of his 
tailfin along with him. "_No."_ 

Hiccup winced slightly as he realised his mistake in not telling 
Toothless about this part. It slipped his mind completely, and he had 
not realised it would be such a problem. 

"_It ' s the only way, Hiccup told him sombrely. 

"_I'm not becoming your mount!" _Shadow Stalker cried, his eyes 
narrowing and his teeth snapping. 

"_It ' s this or being stuck here for the rest of your days." _ 

Shadow Stalker let out a rumbling growl. Astrid watched on with wide 
eyes, her hand resting mid-pat on Stormfly 's shoulder. She understood 
the gist of what was going on, but not the details. 

"_I ' d rather-!" _Shadow Stalker paused and shook his head. "_I ' d 
rathera€ 1 " _He made a moaning sound. "_No. No, I wouldn't rather stay 
here. Come on Green Eyes, let's just get this done with."_ 

Shadow Stalker's pupils had returned to their regular size, and he 
sat back patiently on his haunches, letting Hiccup strap on the 
saddle and connect the rods and cords from the tail to the 
saddle . 

"_There, " _Hiccup nodded, and the excitement began to return to 
Shadow Stalker's body. "_You ready to test this thing?"_ 

Shadow Stalker gulped nervously, but nodded his head, trying his best 
to retain his tough exterior. Hiccup jumped on lithely, and Shadow 
Stalker tried not to wince at the feeling of having a human on his 
back, carrying a human, being almost merciless to a human's will. 
Stormfly watched on with calm understanding. Eventually Shadow 
Stalker bowed his head in acceptance. 

After a short moment of composure. Shadow Stalker's head shot up 
again, and he began to make his run up. It had been years since he 
could fly, but his muscles remembered every movement to perfection. 



Hiccup leant forward, his hair whipping back and his teeth gritting 
against the icy churning of his nervous stomach. 


Shadow Stalker launched himself into the air, wings flapping almost 
frantically. At first, it was a success, and they were headed towards 
the sky. But then the Night Fury's body began to dip down and they 
began to fall. With an anxious shout. Hiccup twisted around to look 
at the limp prosthetic tailfin behind him, and then pressed his foot 
down on the pedal that operated the fin. The leather snapped open and 
Shadow Stalker began to gain altitude again. Hiccup began to note 
what the tail fin did at different pedal positions in his head. 
Faintly, Hiccup could hear Astrid whooping from her position on the 
ground. A big grin spread across his face as they glided around in a 
broad circle, turning back towards the pair on the ground. 

Shadow Stalker revelled in the feel of the cool Northern air under 
his wings again. Suddenly there was a tug and a snap, and Shadow 
Stalker found himself tipping awkwardly as his left tailfin ceased to 
work. They tumbled towards the pebbly beach of Dragon Island, and at 
the last minute Shadow Stalker managed to shoot himself in the 
direction of the sea, and they landed in the freezing ocean. 

Dragon and boy spluttered as they made their way back towards the 
shore, and Astrid and Stormfly ran up to meet them. 

"That was amazing!" Astrid greeted him elatedly, as Hiccup emerged 
from the beach, sopping wet with a disgruntled dragon beside him. 
Hiccup began to shiver as he turned to examine what had gone wrong in 
his setup. He looked to find one of the connecting cords had snapped, 
causing the tailfin to fall limp once more. 

"Need a stronger rope," he mumbled to himself, teeth chattering. His 
attention was drawn away from the contraption as Astrid draped her 
hood over him. 

"I think you need it more than I do," she shrugged, and he smiled at 
her thankfully. She liked the way the fur framed his face. 

"_What happened!?" _Shadow Stalker demanded, looking caught between 
anger and distress. 

"_A rope broke, that's all. I'll be able to fix it by tomorrow." 


Shadow Stalker nodded at this, his posture relaxing slightly. "_You 
better be on your way then, " _he responded, slightly 
detached . 

Hiccup agreed, seeing the dragon had had enough. "Astrid, help me 
remove this." 

The tailfin was swiftly disassembled and with some short farewells, 
the trio were on their way again. 

"Where to this time?" Astrid asked. 

There was a pause as Hiccup thought about it. "I seem to recall a 
rather pleasant spot not far from here, " he replied 
eventually . 



"Let's go then," she demanded, embracing the loss of structure with a 
somewhat risky abandon. 

Hiccup directed Stormfly and after a bit of circling, they arrived at 
a protected sandy beach on another uninhabited island. 

"Ooh, this is lovely," Astrid noted, causing Hiccup to grin. 

They prepared a quick meal, warming Hiccup around the campfire before 
he had to leave for the night. Astrid then fell asleep curled up 
between two dragons, the waves whispering a sweet lullaby as a 
half-moon hugged them with its soft light. 


Fishlegs lugged a large plate of food to a random table in the Meade 
Hall, sitting at the end and paying its occupants no mind. He tore at 
a leg of chicken absently as he leant over to read a book in the dim 
light. He was doing his research on dragons. His nose, however, was 
lured out of his book when a loud clang caught his attention. He 
looked up to find he was seated at the same table as Snotlout, 

Tuffnut and Ruffnut, and Snotlout had just driven his knife into the 
table. Fishlegs would have sat with these people normally, but was 
slowly finding himself drifting away from them, and was somewhat 
dismayed to find out who his fellow diners were. 

"She did not scream at me, " Snotlout growled through gritted teeth, 
glaring at Tuffnut. 

"Ahh, she kinda did, " Tuffnut replied, his sister nodding in solemn 
agreeance . 

"Fine, but it's not my fault she's insane!" 

"That's debatable," Tuffnut snickered, Ruffnut cackling at his 
side . 

Snotlout glared at the hysterical female twin, then sniffed and 
stared down at his food, pulling the knife out of the table, with 
some difficulty. Fishlegs' eyes flickered between the two groups, 
examining their exchange. 

"What did she say?" Fishlegs asked. 

"What?" Snotlout responded, immediately growing defensive. 

"What did Astrid say to you?" he elaborated. 

"Oh, I don't know," Snotlout shrugged, eyes downcast. "Just some 
crazy stuff about monsters and her never actually saying yes. Which 
is complete rubbish, " he quickly added, not taking his eyes off the 
table . 

"Oh, okay," Fishlegs mumbled, turning back to his book. However, 
three pairs of eyes stared at him, and they each turned to face him 
fully . 

"Why do you want to know anyway?" Snotlout asked in a defensive 
manner . 



Fishlegs eyes shot up from his book, and with a quick assessment of 
the three people before him, he jumped up from his seat 
anxiously . 

"Oh, ah no reason. Just curious." He backed away, arms outstretched 
in surrender, and he stumbled as he nearly fell over a 
chair . 

Tuffnut raised an eyebrow at him and, with a whimper, Fishlegs 
grabbed his plate and made a hasty retreat. And with that the table 
resumed normal conversation. 


Astrid woke with a start and found Hiccup, in human form, quivering 
in his sleep by her side. Her brow furrowed and pulled her body 
towards him, studying his lined face. He tossed himself over so his 
face was closer to her, and she pulled back in surprise. Then, like a 
cautious cat, she pulled herself closer again. She saw his hair 
sticking to his sweat-soaked forehead, and thoughtlessly she began to 
comb it off his face. His breathing began to slow and his body 
relaxed at she continued to brush her fingers through his hair. Her 
brain still elsewhere, she leant over to kiss his forehead, 
remembering the last time she had done that, when he first revealed 
his true identity, his new eyes. How things had changed. She winced 
to think of what she had said, the hurt on his face, those sad, sad 
eyes . 

And then those eyes were looking at her, in real life. She blinked in 
shock at the sleepy eyes gazing back. He smiled endearingly at her 
and moved his arm up to cup her face. She relished the feel of his 
rough but gentle hands for a moment, before catching herself and 
jumping away from him in embarrassment. As he began to get himself 
ready for the day, she kept her eyes out on the waves, gathering her 
thoughts. She heard him come up next to her, and she took the food he 
offered her. They sat down. 

"What are we going to do?" Astrid asked, eyes remaining on the 
ocean . 

"Well, first we need to fix-" 

"No, not now. I meant long term. What will we do?" She turned to look 
at him. He just shook his head in dismay. 

"I don't know," he replied, voice slightly choked. There was a short 
pause. "You really should go back-" 

"No," Astrid cut him off again. "No, I shouldn't. When we went back 
yesterday, back to my house, it was empty. I was empty. It's no 
longer my home, I've moved on." 

Hiccup's eyes, flittered down to his lap as she spoke. 

"What?" she asked, picking up something odd in his behaviour. 

"It's just," he paused to gather his thoughts, "I guess expected you 
to feel like I did." 


"Oh?" she questioned. 



"Though it pains me to admit it, I do miss the village. It's still 
home for me. I never really moved out of it." 


"Huh, " she wondered. 

"Yeah. Huh, indeed," was his only response. 

They dwelled in the silence of the morning for a bit longer before 
Astrid leapt up onto her feet. Hiccup turned to her to give her a 
questioning look. 

"Well, we've got some time to kill, it's warm and we're on a beach," 
Astrid stated, and with that she began to peel off her outer 
garments . 

"Wait! What are you doing?" Hiccup asked shakily. 

"Oh, don't be such a conservative," she grinned, shoving him with her 
now bare foot. His eyebrows rose in a worried manner. "Come on!" she 
cried, running out towards the water. She was now dressed only in her 
breeches and shirt, all her armour, weapons and furs removed. 

Hiccup stood on the beach, stunned for a moment as Astrid ran into 
what must have been icy water. He turned to give Stormfly a 
disbelieving look, who shrugged and stretched out in the sun. With 
that Hiccup began to take off his own armour till he was only wearing 
his pants. Not quite believing what was happening he too ran out to 
the waves. 

"Oh gods!" Hiccup cursed as his feet were met by the freezing 
waves . 

"Come on you wuss!" Astrid called, already out past the 
breakers . 

Hiccup gritted his teeth as he waded out to where Astrid stood. She 
gave him an acknowledging grin before laying back and letting her 
body rock in the waves. Fighting shivers. Hiccup copied her. 

"So what in Oden's name are we doing?" Hiccup questioned. 

Astrid stuck out her bottom lip and tilted her head in a noncommittal 
fashion. "Swimming?" 

"You're mad!" he laughed. 

"And this is news, how?" 

"Oh it wasn't news, just wondering if you knew," he 
responded . 

Astrid barked out a laugh before standing up and throwing a punch in 
his direction. 

"And now the aggression, " Hiccup mocked. 

Astrid' s eyes narrowed, and she started to move towards him. 

"Oh Hel, " he commented, before trying his best to swim away. 



A splash battle ensued, the pair laughing hysterically and shouting 
mock insults at each other as they did so. When they eventually 
tired, they proceeded to just float calmly, the water now soothing 
against their skin rather than frigid. As Astrid flipped onto her 
back. Hiccup couldn't help but notice the criss-cross of scars on her 
skin as her shirt came up a bit. 

"That's an awful lot of scars," he commented aloud. 

"It's only fun if you get a scar out of it," she replied, somewhat 
coldly, before sighing. "I grew up too. The dragon raids were hard on 
us all. I may have been a good warrior, but sometimes there were just 
too many of them." 

He listened to her with a sombre expression. "Maybe we can change 
that, " he suggested. 

Her eyes shot up to meet his. "Really?" 

"Look how much we've changed so far. We already have two dragons on 
our side . " 

"Hmm, " Astrid mumbled thoughtfully. 

And with that Astrid began to swim back to shore. Hiccup following 
close behind. When they reached the dry sand, Stormfly came to greet 
them, nuzzling comfortingly at Astrid' s scar ridden back. 

** Hope you enjoyed. Things start getting exciting next chapter so 
brace yourself! Thank you for all favs, follows and especially 
reviews. Sorry for being short, I really am incredibly worn 
out . ** 

** Guest reviews:** 

** Guest: Thank you for doing that! Sorry it takes me so long to 
update. ** **And I will, thank you. ** 

** Silver Rose: Thank you, and there you go. Toothless is sorta up. 

-k k 


1 8 . Imprisoned 

**0h, wow, I'm back. I FINALLY got some time to write. So, I kinda 
forgot to mention that after exams I started the next year of school 
straight away, and I've started Year II. I don't know how other 
school systems work, but where I am that's the second highest year of 
secondary school, and the second most important. Things start to 
count now. Anyway, I've been a little busy, but I only have one more 
week left, then summer holidays! Which of course will be filled with 
all the Christmassy/New Yeary stuff. So things will become a bit 
irregular, not that they ever aren't. I'm actually not far off 
finishing the story, which is kinda scary. Anyway, here's the next 
chapter. I tried to make the first bit not too boring while still 
staying true to the movie, so I hope I do the scene justice. And then 
things get a bit hectic after that, so don't get too comfortable. 



**0h, and update on the computer troubles, my computer has stopped 
connecting to the internet again so instead of posting this last 
night I had to wait 'till I could use my mother's computer this 
morning. And so it goes on. ;p ** 

_Chapter 17- Imprisoned_ 

The next few days consisted of travelling to Berk, making adjustments 
to Shadow Stalker's tailfin, then heading back to Dragon Island to 
test it, only to find another fault. It wasn't until the fourth day 
that Hiccup believed he had finally created the finished 
product . 

Pulling his helmet up so it revealed his face while still sitting on 
top of his head. Hiccup threw examining glances around him as Shadow 
Stalker climbed into the sky. Everything seemed to be in working 
order. He gave a thankful smile. It was moving towards evening, with 
the sun beginning to make its descent. A diagram of the tail 
positions fluttered from where it was pinned to the saddle. 

"Okay, _here we go bud. _Position three- no, four." The pedal clicked 
and they steadied out, gliding through the peaceful morning air. They 
came to a series of jagged rocks, which surrounded a large percentage 
of the Dragon Isle, which was why Vikings had never actually made it 
to the nest. His eye caught an image of a Berkian sail, and his brief 
distraction caused them to almost run into rock. Shadow Stalker 
scrabbled away from it, grumbling and slapping Hiccup with his ear 
f lap . 

"_Watch it Green Eyes."_ 

Yeah, yeah, I'm on it. _Position four- no, three." They began to 

ascend. Shadow Stalker climbing further into the sky, tongue lolling 
out as he enjoyed his newfound freedom. 

"_0h, this is great!" _Hiccup cried. "_The wind in my- _cheat 
sheet ! " 

He tried to grab at the flimsy piece of paper as it was carried away 
by the wind. He just succeeded in reaching it when he found himself 
removed from the saddle and tumbling towards the grey sea and jagged 
rocks . 

Green Eyes this is YOUR fault!" _Shadow Stalker shouted over the 

roaring wind, apparently still in the mood for finding fault in 
Hiccup as he fell. Hiccup, however, was a bit distracted. 

"Oh, oh gods! Ahh, _you gotta kinda angle yourself. No, no, ah just 
come back towards- OW ! "_ 

There were a few more moments of chaos before Hiccup managed to 
reconnect himself to the pedal system, only to find themselves 
hurtling towards a series of sea stacks. Eor brief optimistic moment. 
Hiccup attempted to memorise the cheat sheet, before giving up and 
throwing it to the wind. _Come on Hiccup_, he thought to himself. 

_It ' s just like when you fly. _ 

He gulped in a breath of air before settling down into the seat of 
his saddle, a determined look spreading across his face. As he did 
this. Shadow Stalker was regretting his decision of ever accepting 



the boy's help. 


"_If we don't die now Green Eyes, I am going to kill you ! "_ 

Hiccup ignored the dragon's roars and instead began to move the pedal 
by instinct, remembering what he would do when he flew. They narrowly 
missed one sea stack before swerving around another. They then moved 
into a full revolution as they made their way over another. They 
dipped down under a ship that had somehow managed to find itself 
suspended above the ocean, before finding themselves in the 
clear . 

"_Yeah!" _Hiccup cried, throwing his arms into the air. Shadow 
Stalker began celebrating too, firing bright purple-blue bolts ahead 
of them. "Oh no, " Hiccup responded as the fire blew back in his 
direction, he quickly pulled his helmet back over his face as the 
scorching breeze hit them. 


As the two drifted back towards the island. Hiccup felt the urge to 
ask some questions that had bothered him in the past. 

"_Toothless, how come I have never seen any other Night 
Furies ? 

The dragon's ears flickered in confusion. "_Night Furies?" _ 

_ " Uh, yeah, your species?" _Hiccup frowned with equal levels of 

confusion . 

"_I'm a Shadow Stalker," _the dark dragon insisted. 

"_No, your name is Shadow Stalker, " _Hiccup asserted. 

Shadow Stalker rolled his eyes back. "_I am named after my species. 
Each dragon is named after their most predominant feature. Mine is my 
species . 

_ " So," _Hiccup considered, "_you've never had a personal name? You 

are represented only by your species?"_ 

Shadow Stalker gave a confirming grunt. Hiccup frowned and stared out 
over the mist and the approaching island. "_That ' s silly. 

_ " Possibly, " _Shadow Stalker replied curtly, rolling the thought 

over in his mind. 

As the pair landed without disaster after their lengthy flight, 

Astrid peered up from her mindless sketch on the ground, raising a 
questioning eyebrow. Hiccup pulled up his helmet and nodded, a large 
grin spreading across his face. 

"I think we're ready." 

Astrid leapt up off the ground, Stormfly at her back, and she ran up 
to Hiccup in excitement, but halted as she reached him, not quite 
certain what she was going to do. Feeling a bit awkward, she settled 
for an encouraging punch on the shoulder. 



"Oww, " he whined, rubbing his shoulder despite the shoulder pad. 
Astrid just grinned. 

That was when the mood suddenly changed. Shadow Stalker's ears shot 
up and Stormfly's nostrils flared. Hiccup's unusual eyed also 
narrowed, his shoulder's stiffening. Astrid became alert as well, 
responding to the other's shift in behaviour, her hand moving towards 
her axe. Suddenly, after some brief mangled words between Shadow 
Stalker and Hiccup, Hiccup grabbed Astrid' s hand and yanked her 
behind the saddle before taking off. 

"If this is your way of showing off your flying skills, I'm not 
impressed, " Astrid growled. Hiccup turned to look at her, and she 
fell into silence when she saw his eyes were still narrowed into 
slits. "What's happening?" she asked, her voice softening. 

"We need to get out of here, " he said through gritted teeth, "the 
Queen is pulling together a raid, and it's a doosie." 

Astrid accepted this in silence, before noticing the missing member 
of their party. She turned around and looked back to find Stormfly 
still on the ground, shaking her head furiously as if she were trying 
to fight an invisible enemy. 

"Stormfly!" she yelled, the blue and yellow dragon quickly becoming 
smaller as they flew away. The dragon halted the head shaking, and 
looked at Astrid with big sad eyes. "Please, Stormfly!" 

They suddenly hit a wall of fog, and Stormfly disappeared from view. 
Astrid turned in panic towards Hiccup. "What about Stormfly?" 

Hiccup just shook his head. "We can't go back. If we do, we may never 
be able to leave again." He then snapped down his helmet and stared 
ahead . 

Astrid' s expression grew steely, but she said no more. The flight was 
grim, and Shadow Stalker flew a lot quicker than Stormfly, despite 
being out of practice. Just to fit their mood, dark clouds rolled in, 
threatening to weep down upon them. Both being as distracted as they 
were, for different reasons, neither realised that they went past 
their little haven of an island and began to fly over Berk. All three 
of their minds were still is 'escape' mode. They drifted just above 
the tree line, staring blankly ahead. Their attention was brought to 
where they were, however, when there was a loud shout and whirring 
noise. They suddenly found themselves ensnared in a net and, once 
again for Shadow Stalker and Hiccup, tumbling towards the ground. The 
pair let out their own shouts as Shadow Stalker let out a pained 
groan, remembering all too well when this had last happened to 
him . 

They hit the ground hard, but the Night Fury protected them from any 
real damage, twisting so he would hit the ground first. They all 
panted heavily, adrenalin running thick in their veins. Astrid tried 
to reach her axe, but was too well entangled to do anything. There 
were more shouts and Astrid saw flashes of images of various 
villagers. One of the larger Vikings pinned Shadow Stalker down, as 
Astrid lay helpless by his side. Hiccup's shoulder pressed into her 
cheek. She noted with brief relief that Hiccup still had his helmet 
on . 



Once Shadow Stalker was thoroughly disabled, many loud growls ripping 
from his throat, the net was cut open and Hiccup and Astrid tumbled 
free. Their liberty was short lived, however, as their arms were 
pinned behind them, which was just as well because Astrid had moved 
to grab her axe straight away. Panting, Astrid let out a frustrated 
scream, staring at Hiccup's blank helmet. Suddenly, with the ropes of 
the bola removed. Shadow Stalker shook his captor free, a plasma bolt 
bubbling in his mouth with an ominous screech. 

"_Toothless, no!" _Hiccup shouted. The Night Fury swallowed the 
blast, giving Hiccup a doleful look. Before he could even say 
anything, three more Vikings were on top of him. 

"No!" Hiccup cried desperately, pulling against his restraints, but 
was blatantly ignored. 

Now that they were safely contained, the villagers took particular 
interest in their masked captive. Someone was now tying a coarse rope 
around Astrid' s wrists, but she dared not take her eyes off Hiccup. 
One, who Astrid knew to be called Arvin, moved forward to pull the 
helmet off. Astrid looked on in horror, still wriggling madly against 
her constraints. Despite her panic. Hiccup remained still, eyes 
remaining on Astrid, almost completely ignoring the hulking mass 
approaching him. 

Just as his fingers were about to touch the leather plated helmet, 
there was a furious squawk and an alarmed shout as Stormfly landed 
with a thud in the centre of the gathering. Arvin 's attention was 
momentarily brought away from the masked figure, turning to look at 
the aggravated dragon. Stormfly made straight for her owner, knocking 
away anyone who happened to be in her way. 

"No, Stormfly!" Astrid yelled despairingly at the dragon. "Save him!" 
She gestured wildly with her chin at Hiccup. "Please!" 

The dragon paused, torn between loyalties. As the Nadder was 
distracted, a man ran past Astrid with a large mace, only to be 
tripped by Astrid as she kicked out a leg. She briefly noted that 
that man was Snotlout, before she turned back to Stormfly. 

"Please, " she begged. 

With sad eyes, Stormfly turned from Astrid' s teary gaze and made for 
Hiccup, who was shaking his head and yelling for her to go back to 
Astrid. The Nadder dodged an axe thrown in her direction and leapt 
over an unconscious body, before leaping into flight and grabbing 
Hiccup gently with her talons and flying away. Hiccup kicking and 
screaming in the process. 

"And don't come back!" she screamed after them, before just standing 
and watching on as her only friends disappeared into the storm 
clouds, a couple of droplets landing on Astrid' s flushed face. She 
turned to see Shadow Stalker watching her from where he was pinned, 
his eyes narrowed in anger, his chest heaving. They held each other's 
gaze until Astrid was pulled from the site back towards the village. 
She was silent now, staring at the ground and ignoring the chattering 
of those around her. 



Hiccup continued to struggle as they reached the cloud 
line . 

"_Stormfly! Take me back! We need to save her. Save them!"_ 

"_My orders are to protect you," _she responded coldly. 

"_I don't care, take me back!" _Stormfly remained silent. They 
continued to fly until they reached the nearest uninhabited isle. She 
dumped Hiccup onto the ground before turning and landing in front of 
him. Hiccup stood up and threw his helmet off with a gasp before 
running at Stormfly, fist raised. Stormfly watched him calmly, and 
Hiccup made to hit her, before screaming and punching the air in 
frustration . 

"_Why ! ? Why are you doing this?!" _he glared at her, fists clenched 
and chest heaving. His eyes were narrowed into threatening slits and 
his teeth were bared. Rain dripped down his nose, disguising angry 
tears. Stormfly glared back calmly. 

"_Because Astrid asked me to. I own no allegiance to you," _she 
spat . 

_" What about Toothless?" _he asked, anxiously running his hands 

through his soaked hair. 

"_Shadow Stalker is lost to us. If he is to escape, he is to do it by 
himself . "_ 

_ " He can't fly!" _Hiccup shouted, beginning to pace. 

As I said, he is lost to us . 

At this Hiccup lost his legs and collapsed onto the ground 
helplessly. He gazed up at the sky. "_I'll be a dragon soon, then you 
won't be able to stop me . 

Stormfly 's eyes snapped sharply to gaze scrupulously at him. "_Let me 
kindly remind you there is a raid scheduled for tonight . 

Hiccup cupped his hands over his face. "_How could I forget?" _he 
groaned from underneath his hands. 

There will be Vikings and dragons everywhere, you'll be caught in 

no time." _Stormfly moved to sit down next to him. 

_ " The next night then."_ 

Stormfly snorted. "_And do what? Remember the mess you made last 
time? No, we need to think this through, make a plan."_ 

Hiccup just shook his head, the rain returning to a light drizzle and 
slowly reducing to nothing. Water continued to drip from his hair. 
"_She ' s scared, Stormfly. She's going through what I've been avoiding 
for five years. And it's my curse that's causing her grief. That 
should be me, caged under their betrayed stares. If it weren't for 
me, she'd still be a valued shield maiden and have a normal 
life. 

_ " And be with that horrid man and be miserable with her dull 



life." _Stormfly noted, watching him contemplatively. 

He flashed her an appreciative look. "_You understand more Norse than 
we give you credit for." _ 

_ " I understand her , "_ she responded simply, settling herself 

down and tucking her nose under her wing. Hiccup lied back and 
breathed a heavy sigh, staring at the slowly clearing sky as the 
change began to ripple through his body. 


Astrid grunted and bit back curses as they threw her roughly into a 
small cell. Two of her three man escort left, leaving Snotlout 
glaring at her. She just glared back, plonking herself down on the 
small stool as she gazed through the towering barred window of the 
wooden door. There was a muffled shout and Snotlout turned away, his 
gaze lingering briefly. She stuck her tongue out at the back of his 
head before crossing her legs and leaning against the wall, waiting 
for her interrogators to arrive. 


_" Astrid, just tell us what you saw, " her mother begged her as a 

stubborn twelve year old Astrid sat in their kitchen, Stoick watching 
from behind. _ 

_She shook her head. "I didn't see anything!" she insisted. 


_Stoick stepped forward around Brenhilda. "Astrid, you're not in 
trouble, just tell us who burnt down half the armoury. 

_ " And I told you, I don't know," she crossed her arms and frowned 

at the large silhouette that was the chief. _ 

_He sighed and worried his braided beard. "I already have my 
suspicions, I just need you to confirm them. Was it Hiccup?"_ 

_ " What makes you think I was at the armoury anyway?" Astrid 

accused, ignoring Stoick' s last question. _ 

_Stoick nodded at a dagger sitting on the table next to where Astrid 
had sat. "Where did that come from?"_ 

_She was about to reply when her mother interrupted her. "You didn't 
have that yesterday. 

_ " I wanted to practise my aim," she pouted defensively. _ 

_ " That's fine, but it also proves you were at the 

armoury . 

_Astrid let out an exasperated sigh. "Doesn't mean I know anything." 


_Stoick made an indecisive gesture and paced for a moment, Brenhilda 
watching on anxiously. He then grunted and turned back to face the 
blonde girl. _ 



_ " Look, Astrid, this 'incident' could put a lot of people in 

danger. If we have a dragon raid tonight, half of the villager's 
warriors will be left defenceless . 

_Astrid screwed up her nose and stared into the icy eyes of the 
chief. She then, holding his gaze, reached back and pulled her axe 
from its sheath and placed it in Stoick unsuspecting arms. His eyes 
widened at this act of defiance and he stared at the axe in shock. 


_ " There, that's one less defenceless warrior. 

_Stoick's mind reeled as he stared from the girl to the axe and back 
again. The mother just continued to watch nervously. His large hand 
curled around the handle briefly in a contemplative gesture, then 
they opened again so the axe rested in his palms. He then offered the 
axe back to the girl, who snatched it back eagerly, internally 
grateful he didn't want her precious weapon. _ 

_ " No, it would just make a different warrior defenceless, " he 

stated, raising an eyebrow at the girl. _ 

_She couldn't help it, her face split into a wide grin and her eyes 
twinkled as she looked up at her mother, who smiled encouragingly 
back. Stoick grinned a small, mirthful grin, then turned to walk out 
the door. He paused halfway out the door and stuck his head back in. 


_ " Well, come on! We have a village to defend. 

_If it were possible, Astrid' s face lit up even more and she chased 
the chief out the door. However, on her way out she spotted messy 
auburn hair disappearing from her windowsill, and she wondered at it 
briefly before taking off after Stoick. _ 

_As soon as Astrid left the room, Brenhilda's proud smile dimmed, and 
a look of worry spread across her face. She was sending her only 
daughter off to battle, and she didn't like it._ 

**Yup, bam! Things are getting serious! Thank you so much to my 
followers, favourites and reviewers! I am always shocked by the 
positive response to this story and it makes my day. I would love to 
hear from you!** 

**Okay, because I'm hopeless and I've forgotten who I have and 
haven't replied to, I'm just going to reply to everyone's reviews 
here : * * 

* *dracologistmaster : Thanks!** 

**Silver Rose: Thank you dear. I'm glad you're excited, and thank you 
for your consideration. Sorry it took ****_quite _****so long. 

-k k 

**Midnight510 : Thanks! What exactly deterred you originally? If you 
don't mind me asking. :)** 

* *neobendium : Thanks possum! Eh, I think Fishlegs is just weird in 

general, but he's also a bit put out by recent events, if you see 

what I mean . * * 



* *KittenWhiskers : Thanks! Yuh, that was Gift of the Night Fury, and 
it also features in HTTYD 2 as well. However, I think it's an 
important part of the building of their relationship that they have 
to rely so heavily on each other, so for the moment they are using 
the pedal system. Thanks for the tip off anyway. ** 

**Guest: Thanks for the lovely review!** 

* *UnbreakableWarrior : Thanks! They went fairly well, mostly. Sorry, 
not so soon, but what's new?** 

**Noctus Fury: Long time, no see! Yes, Hiccup was having nightmares. 
What about? Well that may have to remain a mystery, for now at least. 
But you can probably guess. Ergh, that's my problem! I can't download 
videos from the internet ! And I want to watch the series before I 
read the wiki on it, 'cause I don't want spoilers. There'll be a 
short break in the Hiccstrid fluff, as you can probably see, but it 
will return! Thanks for returning!** 

**Anonymous Noob the 2****nd****: Why, thank you. I struggled a bit 
more with keeping character in this one then the other stories I've 
written because I was taking it to a darker level than we really see 
in canon. I'm glad to hear I've mostly succeeded. You'll have to wait 
a bit longer for full blown Hiccstrid, I'm afraid. But it will 
come ! ** 


19. Visitors 

** Wow, hi! Who knew summer holidays could be this crazy? I have had 
guests for two whole weeks and have been given three days break 
before the family arrive for Christmas. I've also had to get up at 
about six each morning in order to get the outdoor activities 
finished before it gets too hot (it has averaged 40 degrees Celsius 
this week) , then filling the rest of the day with entertaining guests 
and trying to get some holiday homework done. Anyway, so I've been 
frantically** **writing for the past two days to get something up to 
post. Also, my laptop is not connecting to the internet** **again so 
my parents have given up and are buying me a new one. Someday. Who 
knows when . * * 

** Anyway, thank you for all the lovely reviews and the multitude of 
follows and favourites. Your support helps this thing run when 
nothing else will (cough, computer, cough) . This chapter should 
supply you with a few things to think about. Things are really 
heating up now.** 

**Okay, so I have since had to post this on my phone because my Mum's 
computer won't connect to the Internet either, so sorry if the 
formatting is kind of funny. I'll try and edit it later. The curse 
continues ... * * 

_ Chapter 18- Visitors_ 

There was an echoing clang and a rattle of metal, followed by the 
sound of approaching footsteps. Large footsteps. Astrid's head shot 
up and she swivelled in her seat to find none other than the chief 
himself. He stared at her for a moment through the small barred 
window, the two holding reproachful gazes. Stoick then let out a 



heavy sigh and opened the door, stepping in, and closing it softly 
behind him. Astrid couldn't help but stare at the unlocked door for a 
moment. If onlya€ 1 

Stoick then looked down at her, and she refused to stand up for him. 
She just gazed up at him through her eyelashes with a defiant 
expression. Stoick was reminded of a little twelve year old girl 
sitting in her mother's kitchen, refusing to give him 
information . 

"Astrida€ 1 " he started. 

"Oh save the words Stoick, we both know I'm not going to talk." She 
pulled her feet up onto the seat and wrapped her arms around her 
legs, appearing almost settled. 

He shut his mouth for a moment, and studied the girl's appearance 
instead. She appeared fairly healthy. She was a bit worse for wear, 
but she did have a rough arrival. There was still some old bruising 
on her wrist, but apart from that she appeared to be in peak fitness. 
He shifted his weight, and as his silhouette moved, a beam of light 
from the window revealed tear stained cheeks. He almost felt the need 
to comfort her, but was held back by the confusion that shrouded her 
arrival. What he had been told was close to unbelievable, yet all the 
men had the same story. He tried to come up with reasonable 
explanations in his head. They had eaten something, they had come 
across a new breed of dragon that caused illusions; anything seemed 
more truthful than what he was told. 

Astrid Hofferson, on a dragon. A Night Fury, no less. He dithered for 
a moment, not quite sure where to start. It was all too much. Maybe 
he should have waited for it to sink in before he came to interrogate 
the Hofferson girl, but he had to see her. Check what visible 
evidence there was of this outrageous claim. 

After his moment of wavering, he shook his head and stared forwards 
at Astrid. "Why?" he eventually asked. 

"Dragons aren't what they seem Stoick. They are kind, willing and 
hopeful. Once you gain their trust, they will do anything for you." 
When Astrid finished her short speech, she stared straight at the 
older, greying man, and waited with a cool disinterest for his 
response . 

Stoick clasped his face in his hand and rubbed his eyes with his 
oversized fingers. "How did this happen?" 

Astrid just sat still and breathed, trying to hold back any 
emotion . 

"Stoick, I know this is hard for you to comprehend but, please, don't 
hurt Toothless." 

Stoick 's head snapped out of his hand. "Toothless?" 

"The Night Fury." Astrid nodded. 

"The dragon? That's what you're worried about?" Stoick 's fists 
clenched and he gritted his teeth. "Just tell me, how long has this 
been going on for?" 



Astrid blinked. "Since I disappeared. The first time. 


He turned to face the door and then back to look at her. "And that 
man?" he asked, his eyes growing beady. 

"Now he's none of your business," Astrid snapped firmly. "Not 
anymore," she added under her breath. 

Stoick began to pace. "A love interest then?" 

Astrid just crossed her arms across her chest and leant back against 
the stone wall, mouth firmly shut. Stoick studied her and stopped his 
pacing for a moment. 

"Was he using you? Forcing you to do things against your will? Did he 
hurt you? Because if he did, you're safe from him now." 

Astrid snorted. "He did nothing of the kind. You were the one that 
hurt me, forcing me into something I didn't want to do." 

Stoick began pacing again. "Now I admit, that was an error of 
judgement, but it doesn't warrant this recklessness. Thisa€l 
thwarting with the enemy!" 

"Dragons are not our enemy." 

Stoick turned to look at her in shock. "They've killed hundreds of 

us ! " 

"And for every man killed, ten more dragons die." Astrid replied, her 
lip curling up in disgust. 

"Astrid!" he exclaimed in disbelief. 

"Stoick!" she responded, eyes never leaving his. 

Stoick 's head snapped around to stare at the defiant girl. "We'll 
talk tomorrow." And with that the chief left. 

Night fell, and Astrid sat bored in her cell. It wasn't long, 
however, until Astrid began to hear haunting noises outside. There 
was the flapping of dragons' wings, the roar of burning houses and 
the shouts of warriors. The screams of children could be heard as 
well, and Astrid put her head between her knees to block out the 
sound. She had too easily forgotten about this part, about the horror 
that dragons brought. That the Queen caused. 


It was morning when sound of someone entering echoed through the 
small building, and Astrid sat up from where she lay on her wooden 
bench. She stared at the small opening at the door expectantly with 
narrowed eyes. She was somewhat surprised to see Fishlegs' face 
appear behind the bars. He did not let himself in, however, which was 
probably a smart idea, considering how easily Astrid could overpower 
him. 

"Feel free to gawk," Astrid commented dryly, "you're not getting in 
the way . " 



Fishlegs looked down at his feet, then leant up against the door. "We 
had the worst raid in two years last night." 


"Did you get lots of new statistics?" she asked distantly. 

He nodded. She huffed and stared at the back wall, ignoring 
him . 

"Why?" he asked. "Why do you insist they are good? My mother was 
almost killed last night, and Findon lost his life." 

Astrid sniffed and stared down at her hands. "It's not their fault," 
she murmured softly. 

"The destruction they cause? The grief? I doubt it very 
much . " 

Astrid stood up and walked right up to the bars, and it was all 
Fishlegs could do to not back away. Astrid could see his Adam's apple 
bob as he gulped. She placed her hands gently on the bars and gazed 
up at him. 

"They're only protecting themselves. They have an evil Queen that 
forces them to collect food for her. They don't eat any of it 
themselves . " 

"You've been to the nest?" Fishlegs gasped, his eyebrows almost 
disappearing under his helmet. "How do we get there?" 

Astrid threw herself away from the door, causing it to rattle and 
Fishlegs to jump. She snorted derisively. "Only a dragon can find the 
nest." She sat back down. 

Fishlegs paused to digest that new piece of information. "Where's 
Einar ? " 


Astrid just shook her head. "No idea. Not here, which is all that 
matters . " 

"Is he going to try and save you? Summon some dragon army, knock down 
the wall and save you?" 

Fishlegs looked on in wonderment as he noticed Astrid' s eyes become 
watery. Astrid never cried. Not when she was scratched by a 
Nightmare, not at her mother's funeral, not ever. 

"No, " Astrid shook her head, swiping at any tears that threatened to 
spill over the rims of her eyelids. "No, I made sure of 
that . " 

"They're thinking of banishing you," Fishlegs murmured, trying to get 
a reaction out of her. 

"Good," she stated, glaring at the wall in front of her. 

"Some call for worse. Spitelout in particular. They want to throw you 
to the dragons. Teach you a lesson." Fishlegs tried to keep his voice 
from wobbling as he spoke. The thought made him sick. Astrid just 
ignored him, curling up on her seat with her back to him. He gazed at 



her hesitantly for a few moments, before eventually leaving. 


He shut the door of the building, then turned around and squeaked in 
surprise. Standing in front of him were both Ruffnut and Tuffnut. 

"I told you I'd be watching you," Ruffnut grinned wickedly. 

"Spill . " 


The Great Hall was filled with excited chattering and the exaggerated 
trading of rumours. Stoick stood at the entrance, not noticed yet. He 
took in a deep breath, settling his thoughts, before striding into 
the room, silence falling like a blanket as his presence commanded 
each Viking's attention. He took his rightful place at the head of 
the room, Gobber sidling up next to him, his expression grim. Many 
curious eyes turned to face him. 

Stoick 's voice boomed out across the room, easily carrying out to the 
furthest corners of the hall. "I have called you here today as there 
has been a new development in the Astrid Hofferson case. I ask 
Fishlegs Ingerman to step forth." 

There was swivelling of heads and craning of necks as the crowd 
searched for the bumbling boy. He wasn't particularly well known in 
the village, but plenty still knew of him. There was a small whimper 
and a thud as Fishlegs fell into the centre of the deformed circle 
they had formed, a pair of blond twins grinning wickedly behind 
him. 

Stoick inclined his head, acknowledging the young man. "Master 
Ingerman, what news do you have for us?" He gestured to the gawking 
crowd with a sweep of his hand. 

Fishlegs straightened himself up and tried to keep eye contact with 
the chief, which he was finding incredibly difficult. "N-nothing. I 
don't know nothing. Ah, I mean anything. I don't know 
anything . " 

Stoick kept his face blank, his only body language being the shifting 
of his weight. Fishlegs tried his best not to wriggle under the 
scrutiny of such a large mass of people. He let out a frightened yelp 
when Ruff kicked the back of his leg, hard. She leant forward to 
whisper in his ear. 

"Remember what I said we'd do if you didn't speak." 

Fishlegs eyes bulged and his face grew white. Stoick leant forward on 
the bench in front of him. "What do you know about the 
nest ? " 


"Nothing of importance really," he spoke in a rushed manner. "Astrid 
said only a dragon could find the nest, so I guess we might as well 
give up now, " he shrugged in attempted nonchalance, "no hope of 
finding the nest." 

Stoick paused to mull over what Fishlegs had said. "Only a dragona€ 1 
Well, good thing we have one at our disposal." Fishlegs eyes flashed 
up to Stoick 's in alarm, blue meeting blue. Stoick straightened up 
and began to talk to the masses. "Pack your things, we sail at dawn. 



And somebody bring me that cursed Night Fury." 

There was an almighty cheer, and everyone began to drift out. Only 
three lingered. Stoick, with a look of grim determination, Gobber 
with cold contemplation, and Fishlegs with barely contained 
horror . 

Stoick lifted his eyes to look at the frozen man. "You have proved 
yourself a valuable warrior in the fight against the 
dragons . " 

Fishlegs gulped and nodded, before rushing from the room at a hurried 
trot . 


Astrid's next visitor was quite sullen, walking up to the bars with a 
defeated expression. Her eyes lifted to stare into the solemn 
blue . 

"I was wondering when you would get around to visiting." 

The weather-beaten warrior sighed and leant against the bars. 
"Remember the first time I had to sharpen your axe? You were so 
terrified that I was going to break it, it took forever for me to 
convince you to let it go." 

Astrid allowed a small wistful smile dance across her lips. "You 
never know who you can trust." 

Gobber stared directly at her. "I didn't break the axe." 

Astrid swivelled to face him. "I guess you were trustworthy." 

"Do you still trust me Astrid Hofferson?" he asked, running his 
fingers along the bars. 

She paused to contemplate it for a moment, tilting her head. "I don't 
know . " 

Gobber nodded, looking up and down the hallway to buy himself some 
thinking time. "That contraption on the Night Fury, that was some 
fine work," Astrid nodded, "but not yours." Astrid shook her 
head . 

"Who was that figure with you? Who was that man?" 

"Einar, to you," she sniffed dismissively . 

"And to you?" he questioned, raising a questioning eyebrow. 

"Ah, that's for me to know," Astrid grinned softly. 

"Stoick doesn't know about your visit to the forge. I didn't tell 
him. " 

Astrid's gaze flickered. "Really? Be careful where you step Gobber. 
Next thing we know, you'll be tried for treason." 


Gobber snorted. "They wouldn't dare." 


It was Astrid's turn to raise 



an eyebrow. 


"Wouldn't they?" 

Gobber fell silent for a moment. When he did speak again, it was the 
calmness he had begun with. 

"There is something else I should tell you." 

Astrid stood and slinked her way slowly to the door. "Save it for 
later. Go. You don't want to spend your last days of freedom in 
here." She grinned mockingly at him. He went to speak again. "Off you 


He bit back his words, studying her for a moment, before removing his 
hands from the bars and walking to the exit. Astrid returned to her 
seat and stared at the door. She couldn't be making friends, not when 
she was about to leave, for good. Something about Gobber made her 
heart ache, worse than it already did, and Astrid could only cope 
with so much. She decided she was right to make him 
leave . 


Stormfly lifted her eyes lazily, staring up at the restless man. He 
hadn't stood still for the entirety of the day, and it was driving 
Stormfly mad. She snorted out a puff of smoke, a warning, which was 
ignored. They had returned to their private little island where all 
their supplies had been left the morning before. It wasn't the same 
without Astrid. It was no longer their paradise. She stared down at 
Hiccup's work. It was just a mass of scribbles in the dirt to her, 
but she had enough experience to know it was meant to symbolise 
something. She unfocused and refocused her eyes, seeing if she could 
make out an image, but nothing became apparent. She sighed and 
decided to go to sleep, with the sun still setting. 

Hiccup moved in a hurried manner around his bare patch of ground. He 
had found a fairly long pointed stick and was hurriedly drawing 
various images into the thick sand. He just had to keep his hands 
busy, his mind distracted. He barely paid any attention to what he 
actually drew. Various dragons, flora and people appeared on his 
makeshift canvas. Some faces that he drew he quickly swiped away with 
his boot, their simple eyes boring holes into him with guilt and 
fear. He kept scribbling until he no longer had hands to hold the 
stick. He shouted out in frustration as his writing implement fell 
with a soft thud onto the ground, and his other form rippled over 
him. As soon as the overwhelming pain faded, he went back to his 
frantic drawing. 

He paused and blinked. There was a battle occurring between his 
dragon and human mind. His human part of his mind could perfectly 
comprehend his drawings, but the lines kept blurring out of shape as 
his dragon instincts tried to take over. He shook his head and let 
out a grumble of complaint, and with some difficulty he picked the 
stick up in his mouth and proceeded with his drawing. 

It was not until a lot later into the night when Hiccup heard the 
soft whisper of wind over dragon's wings. He quickly swung the stick 
around and carelessly bumped Stormfly on the head. She jumped to 
awareness, her lips curling up ready to growl at him before she 



sensed the urgency of the situation. Hiccup drew back to the tree 
line, and Stormfly quickly followed. After spending over twelve hours 
on his drawings. Hiccup was suddenly cursing them. He might as well 
made a welcome sign on the beach. He just hoped it was a stupid or 
cowardly dragon. 

As it turned out, the dragon was neither. He heard Stormfly make a 
hushed noise of surprise, and his own eyes widened when he realised 
what type of dragon it was. He could almost feel glad that Astrid 
wasn't here. Almost. She would have killed it on the spot. The 
Flightmare landed with a litheness that few dragons possessed. 
Toothless was one of the others. Its skin glowed a neon blue, 
lighting up the surroundings, and probably catching the reflective 
film in Hiccup's eyes. Either way, the dragon was soon to catch his 
gaze. Hiccup prepared himself for an attack, but instead was 
surprised to find the dragon bow to him. Their was a rustling next to 
him and he turned to find Stormfly bowing back. Hiccup only realised 
too late that he probably should have bowed too. Instead he quickly 
bobbed his head respectively 

Hesitantly, he stepped out of the scrub, eyes never leaving the 
Flightmare 's eyes. The Flightmare spoke first. 

_ "And who do we have here?"_ it asked. 

"_Stormfly, of the Crimson Coven, and Hiccup Haddock of Berk, sir, " 
_Stormfly provided, her tone respectful. Hiccup's eyes flashed from 
one dragon to the other, not quite sure what to make of the 
proceedings in front of him. 

The Flightmare narrowed his gaze and stared at Stormfly over a raised 
chin. "_Stormfly is not your Coven name, he observed. 

"_That is correct, " _Stormfly admitted somewhat nervously, "_my Coven 
name was Sky Song. The name Stormfly was given to me by a human girl, 
my friend. 

Hiccup gave Stormfly a disbelieving look. Why was she telling a 
stranger all this? 

"_Hmm_, " the Flightmare considered, _"I see. And you, young Fury, is 
that how you got your name?"_ 

Hiccup wriggled under the dragon's scrutiny. _"No, not 
exactly_. " 

Stormfly made a sort of coughing noise, bring the Flightmare 's 
attention back to her. "_Look closely, sir, look at his aura."_ 

The iridescent dragon followed her advice, squinting at the utterly 
confused Hiccup and studying him. He must have seen what Stormfly was 
talking about because he stumbled back and made a surprised gasping 
noise. Stormfly watched on with a knowing expression, and nodded when 
the Flightmare shot her an alarmed look. He started shaking his head 
and mumbling to himself. 

"_No, something is wrong. Something has gone terribly wrong." 


Hiccup watched on awkwardly not knowing what to say or how to say it. 



Suddenly the glowing dragon's eyes grew glassy, and he paused for a 
few minutes. The two waited for him in silence. 

"_Oh . Oh no,_" the Flightmare eventually muttered. 

"_What?"_ Hiccup asked almost impatiently. He had grown tired of this 
stranger's antics. 

_ "Dragon Soul, Green Eyes, heed my words. The people that once 
claimed you as their own are to sail to their deaths tomorrow, the 
Shadow Stalker as their slave, the Dragon Heart their prisoner. The 
Bloody Queen awaits them in her empire. You and the Shadow Stalker 
must work together if she is to fall. _ 

_ "When Dragon's Blood and Dragon's Soul are one,_ 

_ The tyrant is dead and the war is done._ 

_ When Dragon's Heart joins the circle of woe,_ 

_ The Dragon Soul's true character will show."_ 

**Mmm, a proper prophecy. So, thoughts? Please let me know. Because 
of my computer's disabilities I haven't gotten around to responding 
to reviews again, so here are my responses.** 

** StylinSO: Apparently not. Well there you go. Interrogated by the 
chief himself, with a few others helping. Thank you for the lovely 
review . * * 

** Noctus Fury: Yes, flashback. Haha, stubbornness issues. Must get 
it from his father. Nah, Fishlegs was just acting weird and they were 
not feeling like putting up with it. And he was treading on 
Snotlout's soft spot.** 

** thearizona: So, Astrid told Stormfly to protect Hiccup partly 
because it was her first instinct, and also she was trying to protect 
his identity. If they found out who and what he was it would be a lot 
worse for him than for her. She was only in trouble via association. 
And the flashback was there to draw parallels to the scene between 
Stoick and Astrid, as well as showing how far back Astrid' s 'loyalty' 
to Hiccup goes because, in case you didn't pick it up, she was 
protecting Hiccup in that flashback as well as in the present 
interrogations. I hope that clears a few things up and thank you for 
reviewing ! * * 

** jy24: Ah well, you'll have to read on.** 

** neobendium: Me too. Well now you know what is happening to 
Toothless. And am I a favourite author? *eye brow raise* Nice.** 

** Watcher321: I've been waiting for this moment too and it took me 
forever to figure out how I was going to do it, but there you 
go . ** 

** CartoonLoverBecky : Well, glad to know I have you emotionally 
invested. Well, I have managed this time around, though I'd barely 
call my mother's computer functional, it's just better than 
mine . * * 



** SharKohen: Well, you've sort of been informed as to what they plan 
to do with her though they haven't settled on anything yet. However, 

I promised my readers that have continued on from my last story that 
I wouldn't kill off main characters this time. (I have a streak in me 
that loves tragedy and I constantly have a voice inside me egging me 
on to kill someone, but I'm trying to restrain myself.) Well, you've 
seen Fishlegs' part in this. Not so positive. I love Astrid and 
Stormfly's relationship too. And now you know what is happening to 
Toothless. Thanks you for your insightful review!** 

** MidnightSlO: Interesting. I read mainly Hiccstrid but I'll read 
nearly all shippings, I'm not too fussy. Beauty and the Beast is one 
of my favourite fairy tales, but not of the Disney Princesses. I 
haven't seen many of them, but my favourites would be Merida and 
Mulan (even though Mulan doesn't really count as an actual 
' princess ' ) . * * 

** Silver Rose: Indeed. Well, I think I've answered most of those 
questions, and the rest will be answered next chapter. Thank you for 
reviewing ! * * 

** TwiliWolflS: Sorry, it wasn't soon, but thank you for showing your 
enthusiasm . * * 

** dracologistmaster : That will come next chapter, thank you for 
reviewing ! * * 


20. Time to Save Astrid 

**Hi! Yup, I think this has been my longest break so far. Sorry about 
that. I had a bit of a break to regather my thoughts and get this 
last part of the story right, but then school started. I've started 
the serious end of school, things have started counting towards my 
final mark, and I picked a lot of hard subjects, being the idiot 
genius that I am. But I am on holidays at the moment, so I'm trying 
to get a lot of writing done and hopefully get in a few more 
chapters. Laptop magically fixed itself, so no technical issues this 
time (fingers crossed.)** 

_**Summary of past chapters (cause it's been a while) : **_**After 
fixing Shadow Stalker's tail and taking a test flight, Astrid, Hiccup 
and Shadow Stalker find themselves crashlanding on Berk. With help 
from Stormfly and Astrid, Hiccup manages to escape with Stormfly, 
leaving Shadow Stalker and Astrid imprisoned. After much 
interrogation and some emotional battering, Astrid reveals what she 
knows of the Nest to Fishlegs, whom the Twins quickly crack, causing 
him to reveal the knowledge to the entire village. They then set out 
to use Shadow Stalker to find the nest. Meanwhile, Hiccup is being 
held captive on an island by Stormfly, who is held captive by 
Astrid' s command. In this time they are visited by a Seer dragon who 
then recites the full prophecy to the two. (You may wanna go back and 
read that bit for future reference) . ** 

_Chapter 19- Time to Save Astrid_ 

The Flightmare then left with dramatic sweep of his wings. Hiccup 
stared after him with a dazed expression. Stormfly did not look 
completely in this world either, lost in thought. Eventually Hiccup 
turned around to look at her. 



"What was that?" he asked expressively. 


Stormfly blinked, returning to the present, and turned to look at the 
black dragon. "That was a Seer Dragon. They are Prophets, highly 
respected in the dragon society. A Seer is never wrong." 

"Did you understand what it just said?" 

Stormfly nodded. "Well enough." 

Hiccup replayed the words in his head, trying to make sense of them. 
He shook his head in defeat. "Was any of it important?" 

"Oh, I would say so, " Stormfly replied in such a way that caused 
Hiccup's head to snap around to look at her scrupulously. 

"Should we act on it?" 

" I think so . " 

Hiccup nodded to himself, not quite sure where to go from there. He 
felt stupid for not understanding the prophet, but he could sense a 
strange urgency to what it said. Luckily, Stormfly had a plan. 

"We need to go back to Berk, " Stormfly started, stopping Hiccup when 
he made to take off. "We need you in your human form." 

"Oh?" Hiccup tucked his wings away and turned to look at 
her . 

"They're taking Shadow Stalker to the Nest. I think they've worked 
out how to find it." 

Hiccup ducked his head and swore. Stormfly shot him a disapproving 
look and Hiccup gave her apologetic expression. Stormfly nodded in 
forgiveness. "Get some sleep, tomorrow's a big day." It was obvious 
that she did not plan to reveal much more that night. 

Hiccup heaved a sigh and plonked himself down heavily on the sand, 
shutting his eyes and finally allowing sleep to sweep over him. 

Though tomorrow promised to be a day of pain, it still comforted him 
too have a plan, though a small one, and to have something to do, 
something to save Astrid. 


Astrid was awake early the next morning. She had hardly slept at all 
since her return to Berk, yet sleep still evaded her. Instead, she 
sat on her bench-like bed with her knees tucked up under her chin, 
staring up at the roof through her lashes. She was in such a 
meditative state that she jumped when she heard the now familiar 
clang of the building's door being opened. She listened intently to 
the footsteps, trying to identify them, before a face she knew all 
too well appeared in the badly lit corridor. She stared at him with 
hard eyes, and he looked back with a similarly cool gaze. 

"They're taking the dragon to the Nest," he eventually began. "All 
the best warriors are going. They put me in charge of taking care of 
you." He said 'taking care of' in the same way you might take care of 



a dog's mess or a dead chicken. Astrid swallowed her growing alarm 
and instead held his gaze without mercy. 

"Then I might wonder why they left you behind, the great warrior you 
are, Snotlout, " she commented with a mocking grin. Snotlout's mouth 
grew tight and he stared down at his feet at the moment with barely 
contained emotion. She watched him with a feeling of satisfaction. 

She was enjoying watching him squirm. With eyes still not meeting 
hers, he mumbled something that Astrid couldn't quite catch. 

"What was that?" she asked, feeling somewhat unnerved by his soft 
voice. Snotlout was never soft. He exhaled heavily and resettled his 
shoulders, as if gearing himself up for battle. 

"You could have said no," he repeated, finally meeting her gaze. She 
blinked for a moment, not comprehending. 

"Sorry? " 

Snotlout let out a frustrated growl, and in an aggressive manner let 
himself into the cell so he could better she could better understand 
him, and he her. His voice began to raise into what was more familiar 
territory for both of them. "When I asked you to marry me, you could 
have just refused. Walked away. You didn't give me any sign that you 
were repulsed by the idea! No, instead you have to choose a dragon 
over me in front of the entire village, after announcing our 
engagement! Did you ever think that I might be hurt by that?" 

"No signs? My mother just died! I spent the whole evening wishing I 
were somewhere else, anywhere else. Surely you could see that?" she 
glared at him with piercing eyes, which he returned with angry 
eyes . 

"Do you have any idea how hard you are to read Astrid? I admit, 
asking you that soon after you mother's death was tactless, but my 
parents were so insistent that was the best time to ask you. Do you 
know how hard it is to go against your parent's will?" 

Astrid did no quite know how to react to Snotlout's honesty, so 
instead she murmured, "Hiccup did." 

Snotlout's eyes shot up to meet hers, a flicker of something close to 
pain in them. "Yeah, well he's dead." 

It was Astrid' s turn to avoid the Jorgenson's gaze. "So," she began 
quietly, "what do we do now?" 

Snotlout sighed and sat down heavily on the stool, burying his face 
into his hands. "I don't know. They're using the Night Fury to find 
the Nest, and destroy it. There's not much we can do but 
wait . " 

Astrid' s face grew white as Snotlout revealed the Hooligan's plan. 
"But they don't know what they're going to find there! The Queen, 
she's going to crush them." 

"And that makes you happy, does it? You and your Dragon Lover, " 
Snotlout spat, misreading her tone, and rose from his chair. 


"No!" Astrid exclaimed in horror. "We have to stop them." 



"Too late," Snotlout stated grimly, "they have already gone." 

And with that, Snotlout left the room, throwing a bread roll from his 
pocket at her as he left, obviously smuggled out of the Meade Hall. 
Her meals since her imprisonment had been few and far between, not 
necessarily out of cruelty, but out of sheer forgetfulness and the 
Viking's general disregard of such trivial items as the things needed 
for the sustainment of life. The fact that Snotlout had even been 
thoughtful enough to butter the roll caused Astrid to stop and 
think . 


Hiccup was nervous. He was enjoying the wind on his face as he rode 
Stormfly to Berk, savouring his final moments of freedom before he 
committed himself to what could be his doom. With most of Berk's 
warriors gone, now was the time to get Astrid back. He knew that, but 
his stomach coiled at the thought, something was about to change. The 
Flightmare's words rang through his head, whispering to his 
subconscious in a language his present mind struggled to understand. 
And the Nest. He didn't even know what to think about that. Toothless 
would have a plan, right? The familiar shape of Berk's shore came 
into view and Hiccup pulled his mask down. Time to save 
Astrid . 


_12 year old Hiccup stuck his chin up and strode into the room. The 
soft chatter inside came to a halt as various people noticed his 
presence. He noted the faces gathered around the table and sighed. 
Ruffnut, Tuffnut, Snotlout and, gulp, Astrid. He smiled nervously and 
nodded at them before taking a seat out of the way. After a few cold 
glares the chatter resumed until Phlegma the Fierce strode in. 


"_Right, pipe down. You all know why we're here. The Fire Brigade is 
an important role in the fight against the dragons and I hope you 
take this all as seriously as I do . 

_Tuffnut snorted and moved to elbow Snotlout before realising the 
others were indeed taking it seriously. He then tried his best to 
look serious (a difficult feat for a Thorston) . Hiccup listened in in 
quiet contemplation as Phlegma explained what they were required to 
do and what they needed to do to qualify. Hiccup was disheartened 
slightly when she mentioned there was a physical component. He shook 
his head at his silliness. Of course there was a physical component, 
they were Vikings. Everything was physical. _ 

_They had to run an obstacle course, avoiding moving components and 
flames, collect a bucket of water, run back through and then hit the 
target with the water. Many of the children's faces lit up at the 
sight of the obstacle course. Hiccup studied Astrid' s face. She 
rolled her shoulders back and her face became hard with grim 
determination. _ 

_Snotlout went first, boasting the entire way and doing f rustrat ingly 
well. The two Twins slinked through with a feline ease, but with 
Ruffnut getting lost at one point and Tuffnut having to go back for a 
new bucket after breaking the first one. They did pass however. 



making Hiccup hopeful. Surely if those idiots could do it, so could 
he. Then it was Fishlegs. Fishlegs bumbled through it in a nervous 
and strangely apologetic fashion, tending to knock things out of his 
way rather than getting out of theirs. It worked for him however, and 
soon he too was accepted as part of the Youth Fire Brigade. Then it 
was Hiccup's turn. _ 

_He puffed up his chest and pulled his face into a determined 
expression, then strode to the start line, bucket in hand. The 
go-ahead was shouted, and Hiccup took to the course at an awkward 
run. This was his way to get in with the cool kids, to finally become 
one of them. To his surprise it was not that hard, and he had soon 
reached the barrel of water at the other end. He wound his way back 
through the course, a grin spreading across his face. Something was 
actually going right for the first time in his life. He breathed out 
a sigh of relief when he reached the other end. He had actually made 
it. He was almost in shock, he had never really expected to make it 
this far. He went to pick up the base of his bucket to tip it at the 
painted target, when he finally noticed something was wrong. The 
bucket was too light. With a sinking feeling he began to feel the 
sogginess of his boots, and he looked down to see the empty bucket 
with a hole in the bottom. His eyes shot skywards as sniggers and 
hoots of laughter surrounded him. He only shifted his gaze when a 
dark silhouette was thrown over him and he turned to find Phlegma 
looking down at him. _ 

"_Nice try Hiccup. Unfortunately, picking a suitable bucket is an 
important part of fire-fighting. Try again next year."_ 

"_But Tuffnut broke his!" Hiccup shouted desperately to deaf backs. 


_With his feelings hurt, he watched Astrid hurl through the task at 
record speed, even fitting a few flips into the routine. She, of 
course, was accepted with ease. As Astrid was greeted with cheers by 
the others. Hiccup turned his back and walked away. He never did make 
into the Youth Fire Brigade, he found his calling elsewhere. 


With a deep inhale. Hiccup signalled Stormfly to land. It was time to 
face them again. It was ironic to think that he now fit in even less 
now than he did then. There were shouts of alarm as he landed in the 
village and he was soon surrounded by that exact same group he tried 
to fit in with so very long ago. With one key difference, one piece 
missing. Astrid. She was on his side now. Ruff and Tuff ran straight 
at him, maces at the ready, cruel grins on their faces. Snotlout was 
not far behind him. Hiccup was ready for them, however, and Inferno 
was soon alight and flashing before their eyes. The twins paused, 
mesmerised by the flame. Snotlout stopped too, not quite sure what to 
do and how to fight against that sort of weapon. That brief break was 
all Hiccup needed. He caught an image of Fishlegs approaching them in 
the corner of his eye before he began to speak. 

"I wish to address the chief," he started, voice muffled and somewhat 
disguised by his helmet. Snotlout stepped forward. 

"That would be me," he stated. Hiccup blanched under his mask. 



"No you're not," Ruffnut objected, pinning him down with a 
glare . 

"Fine, I'm acting chief, while Stoick is gone," Snotlout 
corrected . 

"Well I have something to say about that, " Ruffnut replied, her 
brother raising his mace to emphasise their point. 

"He put _me _in charge!" Snotlout shouted, momentarily forgetting 
Hiccup's presence. Hiccup caught Fishlegs' eye, and the portly man 
rolled his eyes. He then coughed, and when he caught the bickering 
trio's attention, he looked pointedly at Hiccup, and they all turned 
to attacking him again. Snotlout studied him with narrowed 
eyes . 

"You're the dragon man, aren't you? The one that escaped and left 
Astrid here . " 

"That wasn't by choice, " Hiccup began, "and that reminds me, I'm here 
to take her back. 

"You can't have her," Snotlout stated in a hostile manner. 

"And the Night Fury, " Hiccup continued, unfazed. 

"Well, too bad. He's already on his way to the Nest. Stoick and 
Berk's finest warriors are going to crush it like an ant's nest," 
Snotlout spat. 

"Someone's feeling poetic," Hiccup replied flatly. He sheathed 
Inferno and crossed his arms. "You don't understand. The Queen is 
like nothing you could ever imagine. It will crush their ships with 
one foot. There is only one way to fight dragons," Hiccup explained, 
pausing to let his words sink in. 

"With maces!" Tuffnut cried. 

"And war hammers!" Ruffnut added. 

"Ooh, yes-" 

"Quiet!" Snotlout cried, quite sick of their banter. He eyed Hiccup 
warily. "What are you suggesting?" 

"You fight dragons with dragons," Hiccup stated simply. "They're not 
what you think they are." 

He met Fishlegs' eyes briefly, who was watching with a slightly 
alarmed but mostly accepting expression. 

Snotlout lowered his sword slightly. "Do you mean you are going to 
teach us how to train dragons?" 

"Yes!" the twins cried out in simultaneous joy. 

"If I have to," Hiccup sighed, not quite believing what he was saying 
or who he was saying it to. "But first you must get me Astrid." 


"Why would we trust you?" Snotlout growled, sword raised 



again . 


"Because without me, your parents will die and this war will never 
end . " 


Astrid heard the familiar sound of the prison door opening, and she 
steeled herself for another confrontation, trying to guess at who it 
was this time. Snotlout to have another verbal bout, someone to 
gloat, Fishlegs to grovel and feel sorry for her. She groaned 
internally at the sight of Snotlout 's unsightly mug. To her surprise 
however, he simply opened the door, and gestured for her to move out. 
She eyed him warily, waiting for him to slam the door shut again. 
Tentatively, she slowly moved towards the opening. Snotlout 's 
expression seemed honest enough. For all his flaws, Snotlout was not 
malicious, though that could be mainly because he did not have the 
brains for it. She felt a strange quickening in her stomach as she 
got one foot out of the door, then another. 

The door was shut behind her and a chord was snapped, chains were 
broken, and she felt like she might just feel free again. She began 
to move down the short hallway in a dreamlike fashion. Her footsteps 
gained tempo the closer she moved towards the final door. The final 
bar before she was liberated from this dull prison. Snotlout followed 
behind her silently, hand on his hilt, just in case. Her hand touched 
the wood and her insides almost melted at the relief. Feeling like 
her muscles had lost all power, she pushed at the door, hoping beyond 
hope that it might open at her touch. 

It did. 

Light flooded her eyes, blinding her momentarily. The cells were a 
dim place. Slowly, her vision returned and she could make out some 
figures waiting just outside. Fishlegs, hanging back in the corner, 
face tight, and the twins with their weapons pointed at the back of a 
tall weedy figure. A figure she had grown to know all too well. A 
figure that should not have been there at all. 

She was, however, willing to overlook that as her heart leapt out of 
her chest, pulling her towards the masked figure. The gap between 
them was nothing, yet it took so long to cross, so long until she 
could touch him, so long until she was greeted by his arms. She 
wrapped her arms around his neck and buried her face in his 
leather-plated chest. She held that position for a while, breathing 
in the comforting smell, ignoring the eyes on her back. There was a 
happy rumbling in his chest as he held her tight. Eventually she 
lifted her head to look up at his face, wishing the mask was not 
there so she could look into the soothing green of his eyes. He held 
her away from him for a moment, though it pained them both, and 
checked over her for any injuries. She was a bit paler than usual, 
though that was well disguised by the thin film of filth that covered 
her from head to toe. His mouth turned down a bit at this, but he 
found nothing to get too angry about. 

"Are you okay?" he asked softly. 


She nodded, recovering from her lack of composure, and separated 
herself from him, punching his shoulder. Hard. 



"Ow!" he cried, rubbing it offensively. 


"What was that for?" 


"I told you not to come back," she sniffed at him, crossing her arms 
and glaring at him. Before Hiccup could reply, she peered behind him 
and noticed there was someone missing. "Stormfly?" she inquired. 

"I thought it was best if she stayed on the outskirts of the 
village . " 

It was only then that they remembered that they had an audience. 
Hiccup looked up and Astrid turned around to find three gawking faces 
and one grim face, belonging to Fishlegs. 

"Soa€l," Astrid began, "What's happening?" 

**Tada! Okay, I hope to be back with more within a week, but we will 
see. I have already begun writing the next chapter, but I am yet to 
assess how much holiday homework I have and how much of my time that 
will take amongst everything else I am doing. Thank you once again 
for all the support, especially all those lovely reviews that never 
fail to make me smile. See you soon, I hope! ** 

**Guest Reviews (Even though you probably can't remember what you 
said) : ** 

**Guest 1: I am glad you approve. :)** 

**Silver Rose: Thank you once again for expressing your 
enthusiasm ! * * 

**ElderFury: I am glad it was not too cryptic, and did eventually 

make sense. I hope it will make more sense in the future. 

* * 


**Noctus Eury: You already got my response. :)** 

**Guest 2: Glad you liked it. I thinka€l** 

**Canadian: Thank you for such a lovely review. Compliments on my 
writing always make me the happiest. I know it's not perfect but I 
aim to improve. And of course, the fact you like the plotline is also 
very good, as it is of my own making. ; ) ** 


End 
f lie . 



